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FLAMING TEXT ON A BLACK SCREEN: 


"FURY!" 
CUT TO BLACK. 


FEMALE ANNOUNCER (V.O.) 
Do you suffer from explosive bouts 
of rage? 


INT. OFFICE - DAY 


A CORPULENT MIDDLE-AGED MAN, tie loosened, glances down at a 
letter, of which we see only a few words: YOUR SERVICES ARE 
NO LONGER REQUIRED. He crumples it, and his complexion turns 
the color of a radish. He jumps up from his seat, SCREAMS, 
and pushes everything off his desk. He tears at his clothes, 
GRUNTING like a wild ape. The man pulls a knife from his 
waistband, lets out a ROAR, spit flying, and plunges the 
blade into a SCURRYING CO-WORKER. Blood shoots from the 
wound, bathing the red-faced man's body. His expression 
transmogrifies into a mask of demonic, orgiastic joy, and he 
stares at us - the man who is no longer a man at all; he has 
become Yama--God of Death--come up from the depths to 
collect another life. 


FLASH TO: 
INT. APARTMENT - NIGHT 


The man is holding the letter again. He is in a bathrobe, 
unshaven, sitting in a broken-down recliner in an apartment 
both colorful and awful. PULL BACK, beer and pill bottles 
litter the floor, along with discarded pizza boxes, out of 
which GARGANTUAN RATS scurry, their shadows warping in the 
dim light of a single, swinging bulb. The man starts 
shaking, and hot tears of rage pour down his swollen face. 
The violence was his imagining. He picks up a shotgun and 
puts it into his mouth. Just before he pulls the trigger: 


CUT TO BLACK. 
BAM! 


MALE ANNOUNCER (V.O.) 
Or frequent violent fantasies. 
[PAUSE] What about an inability to 
move beyond past grievances? 


INT. APARTMENT - NIGHT 


A HAGGARDLY WOMAN, pink foam curlers hanging from her burnt 
and thinning hair, sits staring at a computer. She is 
clutching a bottle of Gem Clear grain alcohol, from which 
she takes a mighty swig after popping a fistful of Ambien 
into her mouth. Her stare burns holes into the Facebook page 
in front of her, an incandescent hatred within her 
bloodshot, mascara-stained eyes. On the screen, there is A 
HAPPPY MAN with A CONSIDERABLY YOUNGER ASIAN WOMAN. They 
grin at the camera. 


HAGGARDLY WOMAN 
(to the computer) 
You bastard, you stupid bastard. 
I'll show you. I'll show you all! 


The haggardly woman tosses the bottle cap aside and pours 
the remaining contents of the fifth over her head. She 
produces a lighter and fumbles with it before igniting a 
faint yellow flame with a gentle CLICK. She hesitates for a 
moment, but just a moment, before touching it to her pale, 
accelerant-drenched skin. Blue and yellow race over her body 
and clothes, engulfing her. She LAUGHS over the sound of her 
own CRACKLING flesh, the fire's intensity subtly oscillating 
with every HA! 


The haggardly woman sits otherwise motionless for long 
seconds before falling with a THUMP. Through the flames, 
ZOOM into the blackness of her eyes, and see the reflected 
pixels grow large. In her dying moments, she is teleported 
to: 


EXT. IN FRONT OF CHURCH - DAY 


THE BRIDE AND GROOM stand before a PRIEST. TWO HUNDRED OR 
MORE GUESTS are in attendance, each one meticulously dressed 
and sitting in a white chair. Everything is Technicolor 
bright, and flowers, thousands and thousands of flowers, are 
scattered everywhere. 


PRIEST 
(to the crowd) 
Dearly beloved, we are gathered 
here today 


The priest continues, and PULL AWAY, down the aisle. 
Contented guests and adoring parents sit without fear or 
suspicion. The priest's VOICE grows fainter. At the very 
back, is the haggardly woman, who is no longer haggard at 
all. She is fierce, tan, and strong and wears a bomber 
jacket, cigar clenched between her brilliantly white teeth. 


She is holding an oversized flower box, from which, as she 
steps forward, she pulls the lid. The lid and a single red 
rose fall to the ground in slow motion. The woman's 
high-heeled boot silently crushes it, and the sharp CLICK of 
a round being chambered comes from out of the field of view. 
Long legs stretch upward, leading to a mini-gun resting on 
the woman's hips. She INHALES the fragrant air. She waits. 


The woman PULLS THE TRIGGER, sweeping the weapon back and 
forth with practiced ease. Cartridges hit the ground hard 
and BOUNCE. The woman is smiling as the blood splatters 
across her face. The cigar drops, and the woman is LAUGHING 
with a demented joy beyond words. Finally, the mini-gun 
NOISILY SPINS TO A HALT, delicate tendrils of smoke wafting 
from its barrels. 


HAGGARDLY WOMAN 
(to the gore) 
Till death do you part! [GIRLISH 
GIGGLE] 


PAN AROUND, and the scene is one of HARD-BOILED carnage. The 
mini-gun is still smoking. One last cartridge drops, and 
CLINKS as it hits the ground. 


CUT TO BLACK. 


FEMALE ANNOUNCER (V.O.) 
What if you could be happy? 


MALE ANNOUNCER (V.O.) 
What if you could give all your 
troubles to someone else? 


FLASH TO: 
EXT. PARK - DAY 


Begin: "Do You Believe in Magic?" by The Lovin' Spoonful (or 
a similarly upbeat song). Corpulent man and haggardly woman 
frolic in a field. Corpulent man, wearing well-fitting 
sportswear, looks twenty pounds thinner, and the woman's 
face has pleasantly filled out - it all but glows. SCHNAUZER 
PUPPIES nip at the duo's heels as they run and LAUGH. 


FEMALE ANNOUNCER (V.O.) 
Introducing Defurion - the first 
FDA-approved memory transplantation 
system. Defurion uses patented 
nanotechnology to gently identify 
and remove your angriest memories. 
Defurion is knife and pain free and 


(MORE) 


FEMALE ANNOUNCER (V.O.) (CONT'D) 


has been approved for adolescents 
and adults. 


CHILDREN, picture-perfect 1950s boys and girls, ride by on 
bicycles, cheerfully RINGING their little bells. An 
ice-cream truck comes to a stop, and SMILING FAMILIES line 
up for their two scoops. A JUGGLER ON A UNICYCLE wheels by, 
playfully doing tricks. Still juggling, he stands on the 
seat of the unicycle with one leg and does a double backflip 
without dropping a ball - an impossible feat. Everyone 
looks, smiles, and CLAPS. THE SUN grows a little brighter, 
and looking up reveals that it has the round, grinning face 
of a benevolent uncle. The celestial body extends a fiery 
hand and gives a thumbs up. He winks. The merriment 
continues 


MALE ANNOUNCER (V.O.) 
(enthusiastically) 

Remember, your grievances won't be 
forgotten. They'll be given to our 
dedicated staff and technicians, 
who will handle them with all the 
care they deserve so you can rest 
assured knowing that part of you 
will live on FOR YEARS! And if you 
sign up for our recently approved 
REVENGE LOTTO, you may even see 
justice served. 


BOTH ANNOUNCERS (V.O.) 
(in unison) 
Not that you'll even care! 
[SLIGHTLY DEMENTED LAUGHTER] 


FEMALE ANNOUNCER (V.O.) 
Defurion: Don't get mad. Live your 
life. Let us get even. 


ZOOM in on a SMILING GIRL holding an ALMOST NAUSEATINGLY 
ADORABLE PUPPY. 


MALE ANNOUNCER (V.O.) 

(quickly) 
Those who have suffered from 
epilepsy, migraine headaches, or 
depression should not use Defurion. 
Side effects may include swelling, 
neck pain, short- and long-term 
memory loss, sleep disturbances, 
changes in personality, anhedonia, 
macular degeneration, loss of bowel 


(MORE) 


MALE ANNOUNCER (V.O.) (CONT'D) 


and bladder control, narcolepsy, 
renal failure, heart attack, 
stroke, psychosis, megalomania, 
paranoid schizophrenia, and sudden 
death. Defurion isn't right for 
everyone, and should never be given 
to children under the age of 
sixteen, those who are pregnant, 
wish to become pregnant, or may 
ever be in close contact with 
minors. Defurion is a product of 
Shashuyao Pharmaceuticals, 
Guangzhou, Guangdong, China, which 
assumes no liability for illegal, 
off-label, of on-label use of 
Defurion. All rights reserved. 
Patent and trademark pending, 
Shashuyao Pharmaceuticals, NYSE: 
SSYP, twenty, forty-three. 


BOTH ANNOUNCERS (V.O.) 
(in unison, normal tempo) 
Ask your doctor if you are a good 
candidate for Defurion. [PAUSE] 
Defurion: We're furious, so you 
don't have to be. 


A balloon leisurely floats up to heaven before we: 
CUT TO: 
INT. PRISON: DEATH ROW - DAY 


The prison is overwhelmingly gray, with every surface the 
color of dull putty, and the hall (death row) is nearly 
empty, filled with only the greenish light of the overhead 
florescent tubes and a monastic SILENCE. 


In one cell, a man wearing a DayGlo yellow jumpsuit sits on 
his cot. He has the distinguished look of an academic, which 
he is. THE PROFESSOR is waiting, adjusting the delicate gold 
glasses perched on his nose, calmly reading a well-worn 
paperback labeled TUNNELING FOR FUN AND PROFIT. He quietly 
turns a page, then 


CLANK! 


A nightstick is STRUCK against the bars, hard. PULL BACK and 
see the smug face of GUARD. 


GUARD 
(to the Professor) 
Convict, decision time. Needle or 
hammer? 


Guard is smiling - He's enjoying this, far more than any 
normal person could. A HISSING comes from across the 
walkway: 


BOB (0O.S.) 
(to the Professor, with 
quiet anger) 
Take the hammer, you moron. Take 
the hammer. 


Guard, looking irritated and rocking back and forth on the 
balls on his feet, glances into the other cell: There is the 
slightest hint of fear in his eyes. 


PAN to BOB, a man in the same DayGlo yellow jumpsuit as the 
Professor, with the addition of three black strips - each 
one labeled IN MEMORIAM with a name following. Bob is 
deceptively small, with the greasy black hair and bad teeth 
of a third-class hick, but wiry. He bolts toward the bars of 
his cell, and Guard nearly jumps. Bob's eyes bulge with 
unrestrained emotion: 


BOB 
(to the Professor, 
mouthing the words) 
Take the hammer. 


Bob CLANGS a cup against the bars. 


BOB (CONT'D) 
(loudly) 
Take the hammer! 


A current of tension jumps from Guard to the Professor: Both 
are more than a bit intimidated by Bob. 


THE PROFESSOR 
(to Guard) 
I don't know. What's the 
difference? 


Guard CRACKS his knuckles, loudly. 


GUARD 
(smugly) 
Hammer equals dead: cracked skull, 
bloody dead. Needle equals free. 


The Professor shakes his head skeptically, looks around the 
cell. 


THE PROFESSOR 
(incredulously) 
That cannot be correct. What are 
the conditions? What's the catch? 


An evil twinkle shines in Guard's eye. 


GUARD 
Nothing, freedom, money, a bike 
[PAUSE] a license to kill. 


THE PROFESSOR 
Excuse me, a what? 


Guard leisurely tosses, spins, and catches his nightstick 
with his right hand. His movements well controlled, he makes 
surprisingly little noise when he does so. 


GUARD 
(looking down at the 
Professor) 
A bike, lightly used. They're 
pretty nice actually, police 
surplus. Harleys, I think, heavily 
modified. 


Guard makes a little POTATO-POTATO noise, and twists his 
nightstick as though it were a throttle. 


THE PROFESSOR 
No, I apologize [CLEARING HIS 
THROAT] the one that followed. 


Guard positively smirks. 


GUARD 
(with stunning smugness) 
Oh! The license to kill. I suppose 
you're excited about that one, 
aren't you, you vile, vile convict. 


The Professor grimaces, his response to the insult flashing 
across his face. 


THE PROFESSOR 
(looking directly at 
Guard, coolly) 
I have never killed anyone. 


The Professor shrugs. 


THE PROFESSOR (CONT'D) 
Such a thing never appealed to me 
in the least. 


GUARD 
(glaring at the 
Professor) 
That's not what the judge said. 


CUT TO: 
INT. PALACE OF OF PENCIL PUSHERS: COURTROOM - DAY 


In a room with dark panelling, the JUDGE - a barrel of a 
woman in a black robe, her body encaged in a crude 
exoskeleton, wires running out of it at odd directions - 
Sits on the bench. Her face, jowly and flush with blood, 
contorts as she speaks. 


JUDGE 
(unheard/silently) 
Death! Death! Death! 


And she tosses the gavel across the room, striking the head 
of a UNIFORMED GUARD, who falls to the ground noiselessly. A 
current arcs across the wires of her exoskeleton with a ZAP, 
setting her robe to smoldering before we: 


FADE TO: 
INT. PRISON - DAY 
The Professor composes himself, taking a SLOW BREATH. 


THE PROFESSOR 
(patiently) 
She was defective, and she should 
have been disbarred. Justice has 
nothing to do with it. 


GUARD 
Yeah, yeah. [SNORT!] Tiny violins. 


The Professor SIGHS and gives a resigned nod. 


THE PROFESSOR 
Again, I have never killed anyone. 


Guard pulls a cleaning cloth from his belt and begins to 
conspicuously polish his nightstick. He makes no eye contact 
with either prisoner. 


GUARD 
(to the Professor, still 
looking down) 
Make up your mind. 


Guard looks up at the Professor, very briefly. 


GUARD 
You've got an hour. No refunds, no 
exchanges. [PAUSE] Besides, it's 
for science. You like science, 
Professor? 


The Professor looks nonplussed - How did he know that? PAN 
TO BOB, who mouths: 


BOB 
(silently/unheard) 
Take the hammer! 


Guard sneers at Bob before turning back to the Professor. 


GUARD 
(to the Professor) 
You look confused, brainiac. 
[CHUCKLE] Fifty-nine minutes! 
Either take the needle or [PAUSE] 
IT'S HAMMER TIME! 


Guard clicks his heels, jumps, spins, and dances off with 
Sarcastic grace. 


The Professor glances down at his book and slowly strokes 
his chin. 


INT. LABORATORY - NIGHT 


The laboratory is a mess, with overturned bottles, broken 
beakers, and an industrial freezer - its door left ajar, the 
words BIOHAZARD LEVEL 3! DO NOT OPEN! stenciled across it - 
all competing for our attention. A FEMALE TECHNICIAN IN A 
LABORATORY COAT reaches into the freezer, nearly 
disappearing into it before pulling out a tub of ice cream 
and what appears to be a large laboratory spatula. Her hands 
full, she steps away from the freezer, looks at the door 
with consternation, and tries to KICK it closed with her 
foot. The door CREAKS before falling off its hinges with a 
mighty: 


BOOM! 
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TECHNICIAN 
(to the door, girlishly) 
Oops! 


The Professor sits strapped into a CREAKING, slightly rusted 
dental chair, looking frail and tense. He is surrounded by 
FIVE MASSIVE, HEAVILY ARMED GUARDS, each one loaded down 
with tactical equipment and weapons, all of it sleek ina 
vaguely futuristic/Flash Gordon style. THE LARGEST ARMED 
GUARD scowls in the direction of the technician. 


LARGEST ARMED GUARD 
(to the technician, 
growling) 
We don't have all day. 


The technician smiles gently. 


TECHNICIAN 
(to armed guard #1, 
pleasantly) 
Well now, is everything signed? 


ARMED GUARD #2 
(to the technician, 
interrupting AG#1) 
We already gave you the papers, 
ma'am. 


TECHNICIAN 
(to no one in particular) 
So [PAUSE] I guess we're ready to 
begin. 


The technician looks down at her ice cream, longingly, and 
SIGHS a bit before returning it to the freezer, putting it 
next to a particularly ripe petri dish labeled FLESH EATING 
:-( ??? She wipes her hands on her pants and approaches the 
Professor, grabbing a horse syringe with a gauge 6 needle 
from a tray. 


TECHNICIAN 
(to the Professor, with 
half-hearted 
encouragement) 
This won't hurt [PAUSE] much at 
all. 


The Professor is in a state of mild disbelief. 
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THE PROFESSOR 
(to the technician, 
suspiciously) 
Why the straps then? 


TECHNICIAN 
(too quickly) 
Safety first! 


THE PROFESSOR 
(to everyone) 
Yours or mine? 


The technician CHUCKLES, just hard enough to make her COUGH 
onto the exposed needle. 


TECHNICIAN 
(to the Professor, ina 
voice of sunshine and 
rainbows, frosted in 
buttercream and topped 
with sprinkles) 
Okay. Hold still, please! 


The Professor gives the technician an irritated glance - 
What else am I going to do? - before she rares back as 
though she intending to stab through one side of the 
Professor's head and out the other. The Professor SHUDDERS 
and clenches his fists, to which the technician offers a 
dentist's simper before we: 


CUT TO BLACK. 
EXT. THE ROAD - DAY 


An engine SCREAMS with manic fury. The road, potholed and 
strewn with chunks of pavement, snakes across the dull green 
countryside, disappearing beneath the wheels of a 
MOTORCYCLE, the gauges of which are all pinned hard to the 
right. The rider deftly zigs and zags between one 
basketball-sized piece of blacktop after the next before 
leaning in hard to a brutal curve and not slowing down at 
all. 


Atop the motorcycle, is A MAN IN A LARGE GRAPHITE HELMET, 
his face hidden behind the mirrored visor. He is dressed in 
leathers, and armed, with odd accoutrements strapped to his 
hips and back and bandoliers across his chest. 


The rider releases the left grip and raises his visor. We 
see the face of the Professor. 
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THE PROFESSOR 
(to himself, confounded) 
What the hell?! 


The Professor nearly flips, catching himself fractions of a 
second before he hits the ground. 


THE PROFESSOR (CONT'D) 
I can't ride a motorcycle. 


FADE TO: 
INT. IOWA FARMHOUSE - DAY 


THE PROFESSOR, AS A YOUNG BOY, sits in the living room 
floor, hunched intently over a flexible tablet computer that 
displays a small tricycle. 


He looks up at HIS FATHER, a kindly man sitting ina 
wingback chair by a window, smoking an e-pipe. Through the 
glazing reads a sign - HERMENEUTIC GROVES. The father takes 
a contemplative puff and shakes his head NO. 


FATHER 
(silently/unheard) 
Too dangerous. 


The memory of the Professor jams and skips to a stop, 
breaking into uneven blocks of color, as though it were 
being played from a badly scratched DVD, and we: 


FADE TO: 
EXT. HUNAN COUNTRYSIDE, AROUND ZHANGJIAJIE - DAY 


A SMILING CHINESE BOY - YOUNG RIDER (NIE LIHAI) - on a Honda 
CRF50F flies over a dirt path with remarkable ease. 


SERIES OF SHOTS - THE LIFE OF RIDER 


- IN THE GAMBLING PARLOR, NIGHT - RIDER, NOW A TEENAGER, 
coolly slides a mahjong tile out from his sleeve. 


- IN THE CATHOUSE, NIGHT - RIDER, NOW A YOUNG MAN, dressed 
in a black suit and wearing a gold chain, roughly kisses a 
WHORE with lacquered hair and rouged lips. 


- IN AN EMPTY ICBC BRANCH OFFICE, NIGHT - A MAN INA 
BALACLAVA kneels in front of the door of a vault, carefully 
inserting wires into chunks of plastic explosives that have 
been stuck to key structural points. He finishes his task, 
jumps over a granite counter, and lands in a careful crouch. 
The man pulls up his mask, revealing the face of RIDER, NOW 


Las 


IN HIS MIDDLE YEARS, illuminated by the subdued rays of the 
bank's glowing sign. He wipes his face, holds up a 
detonator, looks around at his PARTNERS IN CRIME, smiles, 
and hits the button. Explosive light and SOUND engulf 
everything. 


SERIES OF SHOTS - END 
FADE TO: 
EXT. THE ROAD - EVENING 


The Professor, still astride the weaving bike - a shiny, 
sleek machine, and well-accessorized with a hard case on 
each side - looks confused. Spotting something ahead, he 
veers hard to the right, cutting across four potholed lanes 
and dodging several semi-trailers. He downshifts gears in 
quick succession, making his way into a parking lot. The 
bike cuts in front of a 1970s Ford F150, stopping perfectly, 
beside a rusting gas pump next to a derelict, but not 
unoccupied, gas station. 


EXT. DERELICT GAS STATION - EVENING 


The Professor kills the ignition, drops the kickstand, and 
jumps off the bike in a single fluid motion. He looks around 
the gas station, ROYAL --TCH -HELL flickering above its 
entrance. THE OVERALL-WEARING FARMER in the Ford behind the 
Professor shakes his fist and spits out a mighty gob of 
tobacco, yelling: 


FARMER 
(to no one in particular) 
These damned kids today. 


before GRINDING the gears of his truck and driving away. 


The Professor pulls off his matte black helmet and walks 
quickly through the changing light of evening, his every 
muscle a coiled spring. 


He stops before a warped, faded blue door with almost 
illegible stenciling - M-N'S R--M - on it. The Professor 
rattles the handle - locked - and gives it a frustrated look 
before kicking in the door, bolts, screws, and nuts flying 
as the frame splinters, and landing on the concrete floor of 
the restroom with PINGS! The Professor's foot is now inside 
the: 
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INT. GAS STATION RESTROOM - EVENING 


A TRUCKER standing at one of the urinals looks up at the 
Professor. 


TRUCKER 
(to the Professor) 
Hey, get the 


But the words trail off as the trucker gets a better look at 
the Professor, noticing for the first time the array of 
weapons, and stops mid-stream, streaking his pants with 
urine before hastily ZIPPING up and ducking out the door. 
The Professor smiles weakly, more perplexed than pleased. 
Looking around at the graffitied walls and the stall 
partitions riddled with buckshot, he sees no one and 
approaches a scratched and foggy mirror. The Professor 
cleans it with a few towels and looks himself over, rubbing 
the place on his neck where he received his injection. He 
reaches toward one of the three scabbards hanging from his 
back and pulls out an aluminum Louisville Slugger. 


THE PROFESSOR 
(to himself) 
Hmm 


The Professor flips the BAT as he would a juggler's club 
before returning it to its place, beside a long, black 
sjambok. Next, he pulls out an AA-12 shotgun. Examining the 
thick plastic frame, he runs his hand across the barrel, 
noticing the engraved copperplate text along the length of 
it - DO NOT POINT TOWARD FACE. LOVE, GUARD 137. The 
Professor pauses for a moment, not certain of what to think 
before smiling ever so slightly. 


CUT TO: 
INT. DERELICT GAS STATION - EVENING 


THE CLERK behind the checkout counter SIGHS with a contained 
annoyance, her dour face telegraphing a boredom so profound 
that it borders on physical pain. The INTERNATIONAL ANTHEM 
of the GLORIOUS AMALGAMATED GLOBAL BUREAUCRACY AND 
GOVERNMENT (GAG-BAG) (by P. Goble) plays faintly in the 
background, SKIPPING and CHIRPING with audio file errors. 
She glowers at the Professor. 


THE CLERK 
(to the Professor) 
You gonna! buy something, road 
warrior? 
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THE PROFESSOR 
(to himself more than the 
clerk) 
Decisions, decisions 


PULL BACK, and we see the nearly barren snack racks on 
either side of the clerk. On the counter, there is a glass 
hot box, the label above it reading FRESH PIZZA, and 
containing what appears to be a single slice of a vulcanized 
rubber disk, all but cremated under the nova-bright heat 
lamps. The occasional fly therein plays the role of 
kamikaze, resulting in a mighty BUZZ! 


The Professor runs his hands over the plastic containers, 
eventually settling on a half-pound of Planter's peanuts and 
a weirdly contoured bottle of orange juice. He blows what 
must be a quarter inch of dust off the packages, and quickly 
waves an RFID fob attached to his wrist over an interrogator 
(payment device) before stepping away from the counter. 


After making his way through desolate aisles, the Professor 
sits down at a booth made of puce Masonite in a shade last 
popular in the days of shag carpets and hot tubs. He looks 
down at the bag absently, and on cue the anthropomorphic 
monocled LEGUME imprinted on the package begins to dance. 
First, the tango. Next, the cha-cha-cha. Third, a solo 
waltz, and finally, a Cossack dance. The Professor smiles a 
little - he's not seen anything like this before. He pauses, 
uneager to destroy this little marvel of technology before 
the legume makes a final Cossack kick, stands up, takes a 
bow, mouths ENJOY! and exits the package screen, stage 
right. 


After no more than a few mouthfuls of greenish peanuts, each 
bite of which causes the Professor to appear slightly more 
nauseated than he did the last, he looks up and catches 
sight of THE GUY, a tall man with a bit too refined 
features. He's well dressed - a touch of a dandy - wearing 
an ascot and an open collar, and he glances around the store 
before spotting the Professor, who glares at the guy with 
seemingly inexplicable hate. The guy's face drops, and he 
walks out without saying a word. 


PAN TO the Professor, who looks down at his trembling hands. 
He is overcome with emotion, but he knows not why. 


THE PROFESSOR 
(to himself) 
Who is he? 
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Adrenaline pumping through every vein, the Professor takes a 
small sip of orange juice, but he can't stomach it: The 
metallic taste in his mouth has grown overwhelming, and he 
makes a sour face. He pushes aside his humble snack, POPS 
his neck, and follows behind the guy, through the cracked 
glass doors and into the: 


EXT. PARKING LOT - TWILIGHT 


The Professor comes up on the guy quickly, nearly overtaking 
him in the empty parking lot. The Professor is still 
bewildered with himself. The guy turns around and offers a 
flimsy half-smile. 


THE GUY 
(to the Professor, 
meekly) 


Excuse me. [PAUSE] Excuse me. 


The Professor glares and FLASH: A PHOTOGRAPH OF THE GUY IN 
HIS YOUNGER YEARS STANDING NEXT TO A ROUND WOMAN ENCASED IN 
A COBBLED-TOGETHER EXOSKELETON, PINK CABLES RUNNING OUT OF 
IT AT ODD ANGLES. THERE IS A CHRISTMAS TREE BEHIND THEM, AND 
BOTH OF THEM ARE SMILING. 


A WOMAN'S (AMY'S) VOICE (0O.S.) 
(in the Professor's mind) 
You prick. I hate you. [PAUSE, 
RESUMING DESPERATELY] Why did you 
leave me? 


The Professor looks at the guy again, waiting for him to say 
something. 


THE GUY 
(to the Professor, 
courteously) 
Is that your motorcycle? 


THE PROFESSOR 
(growling) 
What of it?! 


The guy is taken aback, and the Professor is as well. 


THE GUY 
(apologetically) 
Would you be kind enough to move 
it? That is [PAUSE] if I remember 
correctly, the only pump that 
works. 
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And the bat is in the Professor's hand in a moment, and then 
it hits the guy's head with a CRACK! Crimson runs down the 
guy's face, and he is shocked. 


THE GUY 
(in pain and shock) 
OW! [SCREAMING] What do you want? 


The Professor, his expression blank, swings again, and 
FRAGMENTS OF BONE fly into the air every time the bat makes 
contact, and with each blow, the light of the magic hour 
reflects off the bloody, shining metal as it arcs through 
space. 


THE GUY (CONT'D) 
(desperately) 
Please. I have money. [SCREAM! ] 
I'll give you money! 


The Professor is straining, striking again and again, but he 
is an automaton, knowing and feeling nothing. The guy is on 
the ground, collapsed in an expanding pool of bodily fluids. 
Pinning the guy down with his boot, the Professor swings for 
the eye sockets. 


THE GUY 
(weakly) 
You're blinding me. 


The Professor drops his bat, and grabs the guy by his matted 
hair. Out comes the knife - a Gerber Mark II - from the 
Professor's belt, and the serrated blade saws through the 
arteries in the guy's neck, a fountain of blood christening 
the scene as the guy lets out his last helpless GURGLE. 


The Professor lets go of the nearly severed head, which hits 
the ground with a THUMP, and he sits down on the curb, 
PANTING. He looks at the knife and the mayhem he wreaked as 
though they were alien things, with nothing more to do with 
him than the changing of the weather. 


A BOY IN BAGGY METALLIC PANTS and a WILD-ASS BOARDS AND GEAR 
t-shirt wheels by, neither speeding up nor slowing down, 
seemingly oblivious or indifferent to the Professor and the 
mangled corpse beside him. 


The Professor waits. 
RING! 
The Professor doesn't move. 


RING! 
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Slowly waking from his reverie, the Professor looks around, 
trying to pinpoint the source of the noise. He glances at 
the body. Then he starts to pat himself down with sticky 
hands. 


RING! 
Finally, the Professor's eyes land on his trousers. 
RING! 


He reaches into his pocket and extracts a bulky tactical 
phone with HUAWEI IPX5/IPX7 emblazoned across its case. The 
Professor peers at the sapphire screen and swipes his finger 
across it, smearing blood over the face. He presses it 
gingerly against his ear. 


GUARD (0.S.) 
(over phone, filtered, 
growling) 


Killer!! Have fun with that, you 
evil son of a bitch? 


Recognition lights across the Professor's face. 


THE PROFESSOR 
(into phone, confused) 
Guard? [PAUSE] What is this? 
What is happening to me? [PAUSE] I 
did not mean [PAUSE] It wasn't me. 


INT. GUARD'S CUBICLE - EVENING 


Hunching over a computer on a rusting metal desk, Guard 
glances up to look at the thin partitions around him. Papers 
and notices, half with the Shashuyao Pharmaceuticals logo, 
the other with the seal of the Department of Pencil Pushing, 
Office of Grievances (most reading AMAZINGLY URGENT) are 
pinned to every available surface. There's a dart board with 
the Professor's face on it, and tucked under the phone, 
several books, one of them labeled THE ART OF WAR (in 
Chinese), the other labeled THE ONE MINUTE MANAGER: INSECURE 
PSYCHOTIC'S EDITION. At the edge of the desk is a large red 
button, PROF. embossed on it in white letters. 


GUARD 
(into phone, arrogantly) 
It’s Case Officer four-four-four 
now [PAUSE] and don’t you forget 
it. And calm down; it was you and 
it wasn’t. Regardless, you’ve got 
nine left to go. 
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EXT. PARKING LOT - EVENING 
The Professor is dumbfounded; he struggles for the words. 


THE PROFESSOR 
(into phone) 
Nine what? 


GUARD (0.S.) 
(over phone, filtered) 
Kills! [PAUSE] Nine kills left. Ten 
kills total - weapon of your choice 
or convenience. Four thousand 
non-lethal beatings with blunt 
objects. Fifty thousand stuns, and 
unlimited old-fashioned smackdowns. 


The Professor looks around, trying to process the 
information. 


THE PROFESSOR 
(into phone, in shock) 
Why am I doing this? [PAUSE] Why 
are you doing this? 


Intercut with Guard's cubicle. 


GUARD 
(into phone) 
You mean you don't remember yet? 
[PAUSE] Damn it, college boy, 
think. 


The Professor rubs his temple. 
CUT TO BLACK. 
INT. THE PROFESSOR'S HEAD - CONTINUOUS 


Polychromatic blocks of light burst through the darkness, 
slowly assembling themselves into images over the awful ROAR 
of digital noise. Moving images are superimposed on each 
other, hundreds of frames deep. One becomes brighter than 
the rest. 


SERIES OF QUICK SHOTS - THE FURIONS 


- IN A SALON, DAY - A WOMAN is spun around so that she can 
see her completed haircut, which is peculiar and uneven. Her 
eyes water, and she starts to CRY. [DIGITAL GLITCH] The 
woman is spun around again, her haircut worse than before - 
half of her head is shorn and the remaining hair is spiked. 
She stands up, SCREAMS, removes a shiv from her brassiere 
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and rams it into the stylist's neck, a hot geyser of blood 
spewing forth from the wound. [DIGITAL GLITCH] The woman is 
CRYING again. The stylist stands by, miffed but unharmed. 


- IN A FAST FOOD RESTAURANT, NIGHT - A HELPLESS, BROKEN MAN 
looks at his hamburger - a lifeless bun with a badly charred 
and greasy slab of tissue and a single sad pickle atop it. 
The man MUMBLES to himself. [DIGITAL GLITCH] The man looks 
at his burger again, discovering this time that it is an 
oversized pile of horse excrement. His face turns eggplant 
purple. He jumps onto the table, does a flying kick over the 
counter, grabs a PIMPLY-FACED WORKER, and dunks his head in 
the hot oil of the nearest deep fryer, contents BUBBLING 
over and onto the floor. The man LAUGHS, triumphant. 
[DIGITAL GLITCH] We see the man again. A SERVER passes by, 
but the man, too timid to speak up, makes only the feeblest 
attempt to draw the worker's attention. The preoccupied 
server notices nothing. 


- IN A DARKENED ROOM, DAWN - Someone is pinned to a wall, 
SCREAMING. 


CHILD'S VOICE 
(echoing off the walls) 
No, please no. 


But the last voice FADES OUT, and we hear nothing more. 
SERIES OF SHOTS - END 

CUT TO: 
INT. GUARD'S CUBICLE - EVENING 
Guard leans in close to his desk, hulking over his computer. 


THE PROFESSOR (0O.S.) 
(over phone, filtered) 
Why don't they just forget these 
things? Why don't people just have 
their memories wiped clean instead 
of forcing them on me? 


GUARD 

(into phone, bursting 

with irritation) 
HA! What are these people, except 
vessels of hate? What else have 
they got? Purpose, friends, skill, 
ambition? Losing your rage is like 
losing a testicle - both testicles 
- and breast or two, depending upon 


(MORE) 
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GUARD (CONT'D) 


your anatomy and predilections. You 
can't just throw it away! [PAUSE] 


Guard CRACKS his knuckles, hard. 


GUARD (CONT'D) 
We had to offer them this - had to 
offer them you. And where you 
direct your vengeance is the 
lottery. Congratulations, buddy 
boy, you're a fury, a Bearer of 
Grievances, an avenging angel, a 
malake ha-mawet, for 75,439 of the 
angriest people you'd never want to 
meet. [PAUSE, NOW SPEAKING 
SEVERELY] And you made a piss-poor 
decision on the last one if you ask 
me. 


Intercut with parking lot. 


The Professor considers the flaccid corpse before him with 
chagrin. 


Intercut with Guard's cubicle. 


GUARD (CONT'D) 
(into phone, angrily) 
A breakup?! [PAUSE, LOUDER] A 
breakup!!! You wasted a kill ona 
breakup! And there's some good 
stuff up there! Some meaningful 
stuff! 


Guard taps his temple. 
Intercut with parking lot. 


THE PROFESSOR 
(into phone, ignoring the 
anger) 
So what happens when I reach ten? 


Intercut with Guard's cubicle. 


GUARD 
(into phone) 
Oh! There are four ounces of Semtex 
and a radio trigger tucked behind 
your heart. [PAUSE] You exceed the 
limit, and I hit the trigger. BOOM! 
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Guard picks up the button with PROF. embossed on it and 
caresses it lovingly, gently TAPPING it, almost but not 
quite enough to trigger it before setting it down. 


Guard smiles, remembering something. 


GUARD 
(into phone) 
And no one has ever stopped at ten 
before, buddy. [LOUDLY] No one! 
More fun for my trigger thumb. 
[LAUGHS] So have a blast, dumbass. 


EXT. PARKING LOT - DUSK (SECONDS LATER) 
CLICK! 


The Professor looks at the phone, the screen of which reads 
CALL TERMINATED! before putting it down and SIGHING, taking 
in the last orange light of dusk. He SHIVERS a little in the 
growing cold, seemingly small and unintimidating in the 
moment, despite his weaponry and violence. The Professor 
cranes his neck around and listens to the space. There is no 
sound but for the muted HUM and THRUM of passing vehicles. 


EXT. THE ROAD - DUSK 


The Professor is flying down the road, even faster than he 
was before. The road is worse than it was miles back - a 
cratered path of mud and broken stone. The motorcycle's 
lights glow a blue that extends into ultraviolet. Suddenly, 
the lights go black, and the Professor's vision turns 
night-vision green. At the corner of his eye, he sees 
scrolling words: 


SUPERIMPOSE: NEXT PROXIMATE TARGETS: A: S. GILLIAN: 120 
MILES, NW (ETA: 30 MIN.); B: J. ROBERTS: 180 MILES, SSW 
(ETA: 45 MIN.) C: A. BAXTER: 240 MILES, NE (60 MIN.) 

Z: A.R. SMITH: 800 MILES, NW (220 MIN.) 


The Professor squints, and he forces a spinning globe into 
being, seeing it clearly in his mind: 0,0,0 is dead center. 
Thousands of dots of different colors and levels of 
intensity populate it. A key (legend) appears beside it: 


SUPERIMPOSE: X = INTENS. OF FURY, Y = LEGITIMACY OF GRIEV. Z 
= SPATIAL PROX. 


THE GLOBE and TEXT right themselves with every turn of the 
bike as though they were levels. One message overwhelms all 
the rest: 


SUPERIMPOSE: NEW TARGET! NEW TARGET! 
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And it goes black, as do all the images and the green glow 
of the night. The motorcycle REVS hard and the sound of it 
SKIDDING and CRASHING is the last thing heard before the 
outline of the bike in the moonless night disappears. 


CUT TO BLACK. 
EXT. SIDE OF THE ROAD - NIGHT 


We hear THE SOUND OF LEATHER SCRAPING across the pavement 
and the IRRITATED MUMBLINGS of the Professor. Still seeing 
nothing, we hear him BRUSHING the dust from his clothes. In 
the distance, a dull sign makes itself visible, quickly 
alternating between its natural red and the overbright night 
vision glow: MO--- VACANCIES. Under the faint starlight, the 
scene finally becomes visible, and the Professor rights his 
bike, puts it in neutral, and hits START, the faint light of 
a diode illuminating his face. Nothing happens, so he tries 
again. The starter GRINDS. Then nothing. An autonomous truck 
with the words FOREVER FRESH VENDING SUPPLY flashing along 
its sides WHIZZES by, its bulbous frame radiant in the 
ghostly manner of a jellyfish. 


The Professor stops, SHIFTS the gears, holds in the clutch, 
and WHEEZING, pushes the motorcycle forward by its 
handlebars as quickly as he can - attempting a running 
start. He lets go of the clutch, and the engine TURNS OVER. 
He hops on, and away he goes. 


Another auto-truck WHIZZES down the road, then another, the 
pace picking up, each with a different label, each 
fluorescing in a different hue - SUPER-DUPER SLURRY SUPPLY; 
NATIONAL NOUGAT; PENCILS BY THE POUND; COMMUNITY INSULIN 
SERVICES; TRIPLICATING TECH; etc. - and the road is alive, 
but there is nothing human about it. 


INT. CHEAP MOTEL ROOM: BATHROOM - NIGHT 


The Professor stands in front of a bathroom mirror, warily 
hiking up his PANTS. His leathers are in good condition, but 
the Professor's knees have seen better days, and one of them 
is starting to swell and purple. The Professor looks around 
for something to clean his wounds before squinting - a 
memory has found him - and he pulls a canister from his 
utility belt. He squeezes the trigger and BLASTS his knee 
with the chemical. The Professor looks to be congratulating 
himself for a moment - clever me - before letting out a 
HOWL! 
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THE PROFESSOR 
(to himself, with much 
annoyance) 
OW! Damn it! 


He looks down at the spray can, which reads FOR USE ON BEARS 
ONLY! and features, appropriately enough, AN ILLUSTRATION OF 
A WEEPING BEAR. The text below reads DISINFECTANT ON OTHER 
SIDE, MORON! The Professor is about to say something when: 


SCRATCH! He looks around, uncertain if he heard anything. He 
waits. SCRATCH! SCRATCH! The Professor isolates the sound 
and looks toward the door of the hotel room. 


SCRATCH! And then there is a determined SNIFF! 


A SCREAMING comes from inside the Professor's head. Faint at 
first, it overpowers all the sound in the room. 


DISEMBODIED MALE FURION #1 (0O.S.) 
(dementedly) 
Disfigured! Disfigured! Precious, 
precious daddy's girl. [PAUSE] 
Going to get that dog, going to get 
him good! 


The Professor waits for moment, trying to decide what to do. 
A JOLT hits him! 


CUT TO: 
INT. THE PROFESSOR'S HEAD - OUTSIDE OF TIME 
THE FURION HOWLS, its voice in sync with the color. 


DISEMBODIED MALE FURION #1 (0O.S.) 
(pathetically) 
No! Daddy's girl! 


And the wave of color is torn in two. 


DISEMBODIED MALE FURION #1 (CONT'D) 
(defensively) 
No! Stay out! 


FLASH: A PHOTOGRAPH OF GIRL, PLAIN 
[DIGITAL GLITCH] 

SAME GIRL, A SMALL SCAR ACROSS HER FACE 
[DIGITAL GLITCH] 


A POMERANIAN. 
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CUT TO: 
INT. CHEAP MOTEL ROOM: BATHROOM - NIGHT 
The Professor shrugs. 


DISEMBODIED MALE FURION #1 (0.S.) 
(angrily) 
Y'all don't get it. Y'all don't 
understand. [PAUSE, LOUDER] Y'all 
don't know bew-tee when you see it. 
[PAUSE] That's my baby girl. 


The Professor strains. 
INT. THE PROFESSOR'S HEAD - OUTSIDE OF TIME 


The girl is walking in a field, flowers all around, the 
light overwhelming. ZOOM: an orchid blooms, in time lapse. 
The girl's GIGGLING grows louder. 


CUT TO: 
INT. THE TRAILER OF FURION #1 - DAY 


The GIRL, ABOUT SIXTEEN, is obviously pregnant. She sits on 
a broken-down couch, looking bloated, and with hollowed 
eyes. The little scar has somehow grown bigger, and it 
throbs on the girl's oily face. She stares directly at 
us/the furion: 


THE GIRL 
(silently/unheard) 
It's yours, Daddy. 


INT. CHEAP MOTEL ROOM: BATHROOM - NIGHT 
The Professor scowls. 


THE PROFESSOR 
(with disgust, quietly) 
Redneck pervert! 


And thousands of voices rise up in a DEMENTED CRY. Overcome 
with rage, they SCREAM at the first furion. The SOUND OF 
TEARING CLOTH AND FLESH fills the Professor's head. 


DISEMBODIED MALE FURION #1 (0.S.) 
(upset) 
Y'all don't know. Y'all don't get 
it. 


The GROWLS and SCREAMS are nearly deafening. 
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DISEMBODIED MALE FURION #1 (CONT'D) 
(begging) 
Please! Don't y'all do this. 
[PROLONGED SCREAM] 


INT. THE PROFESSOR'S HEAD - OUTSIDE OF TIME 


The photographs, the video of the girl, and the flame glow 
white as the SCREAMS grow louder still. The brightness 
overwhelms - all we see is white light - and the SOUNDS 
DISTORT beyond recognition. 


SILENCE. 
INT. CHEAP MOTEL ROOM - NIGHT 


The Professor is leaning against the wall by the frame of 
the bathroom door, having barely been able to stumble into 
the motel room proper, sweating profusely. He appears to be 
ready to faint. His mental exertions have ended for the 
moment, and the Professor breaks off his distant stare. 


SCRATCH! SCRATCH! SNIFF! 


He lurches toward the door and tries to turn the knob, but 
he cannot get a grip on it: His hands keep sliding. The 
Professor looks at them, trying to see them through blurry 
eyes. His palms are bleeding profusely where his fingernails 
have cut through the muscles, almost to the bone, so he 
grabs a towel from the TV stand and wraps one hand in it. 
Now he can grip the knob, and he opens the door with a 
fumbling effort. 


PUPPY, apparently a very young German Shepherd, takes a 
final SNIFF! and wanders in, his still-floppy ears followed 
by a LOUDLY WAGGING TAIL. The Professor picks puppy up and 
cradles him, wincing from the effort, and he is LICKED, 
LICKED, LICKED. 


THE PROFESSOR 
(to puppy, softly) 
Hello. Where is mother? Where is 
father? 


Puppy keeps licking the Professor, who leans out the door 
and into: 


EXT. CHEAP MOTEL OPEN HALL - CONTINUOUS 


The Professor looks around. The hall is empty, as is the 
parking lot, save for a single, green auto-truck at the far 
corner. The Professor steps back into: 
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INT. CHEAP MOTEL ROOM - CONTINUOUS 


And closes the door with his foot. He looks down at puppy 
and smiles. 


THE PROFESSOR 
(quietly) 
So, what do you want for dinner? 


INT. CHEAP MOTEL ROOM - MORNING 


GUARD (0O.S.) 
(over phone, filtered, 
overwhelmingly irate) 
Cheater! 


The Professor is in bed and half awake as he presses the 
phone to his ear. In the background, we hear ANGRY MUMBLING 
- the furions, who themselves are just now waking up. On the 
pillow beside the Professor is puppy, who is unperturbed. 


THE PROFESSOR 
(into phone, groggily) 
Excuse me? 


CUT TO: 
INT. GUARD'S CUBICLE - MORNING 


The BEEPS and CLICKS of office equipment and the MURMUR of 
OFFICE WORKERS in the background fill the acoustic space of 
the office. Guard, scowling around, spots a HANG IN THERE 
cat poster that someone has pinned on the partition opposite 
his chair, and he smiles for a moment before catching 
himself and hardening his expression. He adjusts his 
headset. 


GUARD 
(into phone, in the tone 
of a drill instructor) 
You can't get rid of them, damn it! 
People paid good money for the 
show! 


Intercut with motel room. 


THE PROFESSOR 
(into phone, calmly) 
But they're mine now, Case Officer 
[PAUSE] and what do you mean? 


The Professor leisurely SCRATCHES his head. 
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THE PROFESSOR (CONT'D) 

(into phone) 
How do you know what I did with 
them? You can see into my mind? 


Intercut with Guard's cubicle. 


Guard is carefully pouring steaming hot espresso from a 
single-serve pot into a delicate demitasse cup. He sets the 
pot down and picks up the cup with surprising grace. He 
attempts to take a sip. 


Intercut with motel room. 


GUARD (0.S.) 
(over phone, filtered) 
[SPITTING SOUND] AHHH! 


The Professor holds the PHONE back several inches and makes 
a pained expression, Guard's SHRIEK threatens to rupture his 
eardrum. 


GUARD (CONT'D) 

(over phone, filtered, 

still annoyed by the 

unbearably hot coffee) 
Horse shit! Read your mind! I can 
see everything; I've got a 
holographic feed. I figured the 
rest out. [PAUSE, HAVING TAKEN 
AFFRONT] I can reason through 
things too, you know. 


THE PROFESSOR 
(into phone, sincerely) 
I never doubted that. 


Intercut with Guard's cubicle. 


Guard looks nonplussed. He is, very briefly, at a loss for 
words. 


Intercut with motel room. 


GUARD (0.S.) 
(over phone, filtered) 
Uh, you [PAUSE] Regardless, you'll 
never win this. You may be the 
first to have killed one of the 
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THE PROFESSOR 
(into phone) 


furions. 
GUARD (0.S.) 
(over phone, filtered) 
Fur . . . [PAUSE] Furions? That's 


not too [PAUSE] 
Intercut with Guard's cubicle. 
Guard seems slightly impressed before resuming his tirade. 


GUARD (CONT'D) 

(into phone) 
Anyway, you'll never beat them all, 
not before you hit eleven, Yoda. 
[GUARD GRINS] Then it's my turn. 
BOOM! So have a blast, dumbass, and 
may the farce be with you, you 
stupid joke. HA! 


He mashes a key on the side of headset with his finger. 
INT. CHEAP MOTEL ROOM - MORNING 
CLICK! 


The Professor looks at his phone's screen - CALL TERMINATED 
(WITH EXTREME PREJUDICE!) - and frowns. He notices puppy, 
who is awake and WHIMPERING. 


THE PROFESSOR 


(to puppy) 
Well, how was your night? 


Puppy WAGS his tail but is otherwise silent. 
CUT TO: 
INT. CHEAP MOTEL ROOM: BATHROOM - MOMENTS LATER 


The Professor stands in front of the bathroom mirror again, 
looking cleaner than he did the night before. He has 
obviously showered, and his bruises and burns have been 
properly dressed. He is wiping away the last bit of dirt 
from his jacket, which he then puts on most gingerly. 


The Professor reaches for a bandolier from the towel rack, 
his sleeve catching on something - a retracting wire. He 
pulls it free, revealing an imposing metal badge with raised 
lettering: DEPARTMENT OF PENCIL PUSHING, OFFICE OF 
GRIEVANCES, COMPULSORY SERVICE PROVIDER, TOTAL ACCESS. Below 
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the oversized sheriff's star, the words KILLS REMAINING are 
embossed in the leather of the badge holder. And underneath 
those is an e-paper display with the numeral 9, large and 
visible. In tiny gold letters below that are the words 
EXTRATERRITORIAL AGENT. PENALTY FOR INTERFERENCE: DEATH. 
WEAPONS ENDORSEMENTS: ALL (EXCL. NUCLEAR). FORM: 1P/DOPP- 
SSYP-OFG/EXTRATER-ACC-ALL-WEAP/2043/PERPET-RENEW. CAUTION: 
EMBEDDED RFID: AVOID EXTREMES. 


The Professor squints at the gold letters. 


THE PROFESSOR 
(to himself) 
That's interesting. 


Absentmindedly, he picks up a paper cup from a single-serve 
coffee machine on the bathroom counter and takes a swig. He 
starts to SHAKE almost immediately thereafter. The HUE and 

CRY of the furions, a DIM HUM moments before, quickly grows 
insufferable, and the room itself is cast adrift, moving in 
counterpoint to the Professor and his swaying. He clutches 

his chest and leans against the wall to avoid falling down. 


INT. CHEAP MOTEL ROOM - CONTINUOUS 


With great effort, the Professor makes his way to the bed, 
where he nearly collapses. He looks at his hand, and it 
stretches and contracts with the tremors that have overtaken 
him. He is all but paralyzed and turning green and sickly. 
With herculean effort, he turns his head toward his other 
hand, which has grown larger than the first, and grotesque. 


The Professor offers the faintest smile - a solution has 
occurred to him - and he closes his eyes, yet he does not 
see darkness. Rather, he sees himself lifting up his 
deformed hands, which stretch ever-thinner as though 
approaching the event horizon of a black hole as the 
Professor moves them toward his head. The Professor's hands 
are cartoonish now. The room brightens, and as the scene 
rocks back and forth ever more violently all things: 


FADE TO WHITE. 
INT. THE PROFESSOR'S HEAD - OUTSIDE OF TIME 


The Professor plunges into the depths, the gravitational 
force stretching his body as thin as a wire. 


Ice draws a semi-opaque veil across our/the Professor's 
vision, and there is no sound but the PANICKED BREATHING of 
the Professor and the RUSH of air. Something appears in the 
corner of our eye before catching up with us - the Professor 
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and the audience - a red, transparent drop, with a perfectly 
smooth surface that reflects white light from an unseen 
source. It slowly takes the shape of a sphere, and produces 
A PERFECT, BUT BARELY AUDIBLE TONE (NOTE: A 440) and then 
speeds up, moving past the Professor (whose body is slowly 
returning to its normal shape) and disappearing into the 
void. Another drop catches up with the Professor, this one 
larger than the first, and faster moving. It WHISTLES as it 
moves past, the FREQUENCY of THE TONE RISING, THEREMIN- 
LIKE. The AMPLITUDE DECREASES and falls away to SILENCE. 


The ice obscuring our/the Professor's view melts away. Four 
drops are now parallel with us. ONE RESONATES AT THE BASE 
NOTE (A 440), the others AT THIRDS. They ZIP by. Eight, then 
sixteen, then thirty-two, then sixty-four drops WHISTLE past 
us, ALL HUMMING AT THIRDS OF EACH OTHER. The drops multiply 
and appear closer together. 


There are thousands now, and they form a liquid wall. The 
TONES HAVE OVERLAPPED, and THEY ARE A SINGLE WARPED HOWLING. 


Furions appear, far away, standing on smooth obsidian tiles 
that floor these depths, growing larger as the Professor, 
who manages to right himself, descends. The Professor lands 
hard with a THUMP, but on his feet, and he tries to take in 
what he is seeing clearly for the first time. 


The furions are monstrous things: jaundiced eyes set deep in 
hollows; ears the size of small microwave receiver dishes; 
necks the width of a pencil; and flames for hair. Green skin 
and bellies distend into convexes, and spindly arms have 
grasping hands attached. These things - the furions - are 
the perfect embodiment of blind hunger. 


The furions tear at their own flesh, which peels away like 
the layers of an onion, but with sickening RIPS, before 
trying to stuff the thin tissue into their mouths, GAGGING 
all the while. There are thousands of them, packed in so 
tight that they lack the room to even bend their elbows. ONE 
OF THEM catches sight of the Professor and charges toward 
him. The Professor extends one hand, which has returned to 
its normal form, and the furion collides directly with it. 
The hand breaches the furions sunken chest. 


CUT TO: 
INT. THE CHEST OF THE FURION - MOMENTS LATER 


Through the redness, the Professor's hand encircles and then 
firmly grips a black heart, which slows to a near stop. 
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INT. THE PROFESSOR'S HEAD - OUTSIDE OF TIME 
The furion SCREAMS, its head turning safety yellow. 

CUT TO: 
EXT. FURION'S FARM (BARN) - DAY 


A COW stands in front of us/the furion, flipping her tail. 
We hear THE UNZIPPING OF PANTS, and we approach. 


BOY'S VOICE 
(soothingly) 
Come here, Bertha. Stay still, 
girl. 


The cow, BERTHA, is having none of it, and her eyes wide 
with fear, gives the boy a swift kick to the groin and bolts 
off. The boy falls over and begins to RETCH. Our view fills 
with tears. 


We/the boy/furion look down and see a vague, bloody mess 
between the boy's legs. 


BOY'S VOICE (O.S.) 
(in agony) 
OH! [BAWLING] Now I'll never have 
children. OH! [BOO-HOO] I'll get 
you, woman. 


The RETCHING is louder. 


BOY'S VOICE (CONT'D) 
(to Bertha, who has long 
since escaped the barn) 
I'll get you! I'll get you good! 


INT. THE PROFESSOR'S HEAD - OUTSIDE OF TIME 


The Professor and the furion are locked together, neither 
moving, neither breathing. The NOISE OF ALL THE FURIONS DIES 
DOWN FOR A MOMENT: None of them know what to do. Then 
another furion charges the Professor, and the Professor 
extends his free hand, letting furion #2 impale itself. 


CUT TO: 
EXT. PHARMACY - DAY 


The pharmacy is spotless, and surgical-suite white. LIGHT 
JAZZ plays in the background. We/the furion approach a 
counter, where a ROBOTIC PHARMACIST wearing a lab coat 
stands. We hear a WOMAN MUMBLING VAGUELY. Our/the woman's 
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thick hands toss a cardboard box - COWGIRL JANE'S HARD 
RIDIN' ONE-MINUTE PREGNANCY DETECTOR - onto the counter, 
which lands with a THUMP. The MUMBLING GROWS LOUDER, and the 
hands gesticulate wildly, pointing a polished fingernail at 
the box. The pharmacist nods along politely. 


PHARMACIST 
(to the woman, 
mechanically) 
I'm sorry, ma'am. You can't return 
this. It's been opened. 


Our/the woman's view turns brilliant red. 


ANGRY WOMAN 
(loudly) 
Can't return it! [PAUSE] Can't 
return it! [EVEN MORE LOUDLY] Can't 
return it! 


The pharmacist shakes its polished brass head. 


ANGRY WOMAN (CONT'D) 
I only done used it once. 


The pharmacist offers a mechanically sympathetic look. 


PHARMACIST 
(timidly) 
Store policy, ma'am. 


The angry woman lets out bestial ROAR and the scene is awash 
in flames. 


INT. THE PROFESSOR'S HEAD - OUTSIDE OF TIME 


The two furions, each impaled on one of the Professor's 
arms, stare at each, their cataracted eyes glowing. The last 
seconds from each of their remembrances merge together - 
they can see inside each other. 


The Professor extracts his arms from them, and in a fraction 
of second, each is tearing at the flesh of the other - a 
Singular ball of violence. The ball reddens and glows, 
transforming into a brilliant flame, which burns thermite 
bright for a moment, then disappears. The remaining furions 
step back, fearful of the Professor, fearful that others may 
know their secrets. 


The furions, ranging in size from boy to giant, encircle the 
Professor, STOMPING their feet. The obsidian floor shakes. 
The Professor looks up. He is in a well, miles deep, flaming 
furions for walls, rows rotating in alternate directions. 
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The furions GROWL, but they do not yet advance. 


The Professor SPINS his arms around, and as he does, they 
multiply through stop motion. The STOMPING STOPS. 


There is NO SOUND for a moment. The Professor smiles. 


A WHISTLING noise starts from on high far above the 
Professor. He looks up again. From far above, flames have 
started to fall like raindrops: It is the furions at the 
top. They are jumping down to meet the Professor, to 
overwhelm him. But the Professor smiles. The Professor has 
no fear. 


He bows his head for a moment, readying himself. And then 
extends his hundred hands. They pierce through the chests of 
one furion after the next, each one looking shocked and 
terrified, their milky purple pupils wide. 


SERIES OF QUICK SHOTS - THE FURIONS AND THEIR OBSESSIONS 


- ON A HIGHWAY, NOON - A ROTUND MAN stands beside the road, 
leaning on his walker, and inspecting his car. It has 
crashed, barely, into another, and the paint is scratched in 
the slightest way. He SCREAMS. 


- IN A BAKERY, MORNING - A WOMAN looks at a bakery case, 
which is filled with silver trays stacked high with 
delectable pastries, save for one labeled BAVARIAN CREAM, 
which is empty. The woman SCREAMS. 


- IN A COFFEE SHOP, EVENING - A WOMAN stares at a screen. 
YOU HAVE BEEN UNFRIENDED. :-( The woman tosses a ceramic mug 
across the room. It SHATTERS against the head of ANOTHER 
PATRON. The woman SCREAMS. 


Now the image breaks into a hundred parts, each showing a 
person SCREAMING for the most trivial of reasons. 


SERIES OF SHOTS - END 


The furions are TEARING each other apart now, taking 
mouthfuls of each other's flesh. The LARGER FURIONS are 
trying to command their SMALLER PEERS without much luck, 
waving their arms about madly. The tower stills stands, 
although it SHAKES, so the Professor SPINS his arms about 
again, and each of his hundred hands now has a a hundred 
hands of its own, and he stretches them out for miles. They 
loudly RIP through chest after furion chest. 


The rain of fire intensifies - a downpour. The well itself 
is aglow and getting brighter. The flames are no longer red, 
but blue. All blur into a single violet conflagration. 
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LAYERS OF VOICES CHATTER ATOP EACH ANOTHER, each one with a 
complaint, each one trying to outdo the others. They grow 
LOUDER. THE SOUNDS BECOME A SINGLE SAWTOOTH WAVE, INCREDIBLY 
LOUD. Smoke rises up. Nothing can be seen. 


White light and a SAWTOOTH WAVE - Nothing else for seconds. 
Stop! SILENCE. 


The Professor looks around the depths. The well is gone, and 
the obsidian floor is clean. There are 274 FURIONS - the 
ones with legitimate grievances - left, holes punched in 
their chests. But they are not fighting. They stare at the 
Professor, calmly and with well-controlled aggression. 


CUT TO: 
INT. CHEAP MOTEL ROOM - A FEW HOURS LATER 
KNOCK! KNOCK! 


CLEANING LADY 
(through the door, 
muffled) 
Room service! You want clean 
sheets, senor? 


The Professor opens his eyes. He is on the bed, encrusted in 
the hard salts of dried perspiration, but otherwise 
unharmed. He tries to speak, but only manages to make a 
GAGGING SOUND. He tries again. 


THE PROFESSOR 
(to the cleaning lady, 
rasping) 
No [COUGH] No, but thank you, 
ma'am. 


A cleaning cart is LOUDLY WHEELED AWAY. The BEDSIDE CLOCK 
reads 11:34 - nearly checkout time. 


The Professor tries to stand, but can't: His legs are 
rubber. So he crawls to the TV table, and reaches up to it, 
pulling down a few bottle of Mule Park water, from which he 
tries to chug, the better part of its contents pouring down 
his face. 


He stands up, stronger than he was before, his affliction 
far more manageable. The voices of the furions are still in 
the background, but civil. PLEASE, THANK YOU, and YOU'RE 
WELCOME can be heard. ONE OF THEM is making small talk about 
a basketball game. 
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The Professor examines the bed - it is drenched, and puppy 
is curled up on the pillow, WHIMPERING pathetically. 
Blood-soaked towels hang from one side, and the carpet 
beside the bed is stained with something indeterminate. 


Puppy hops down and offers a mopey look. The Professor picks 
him up and SCRATCHES his ears. 


THE PROFESSOR 


(to puppy) 
Okay, okay. I know you're hungry. 


INT. DENNY'S - MOMENTS LATER 


The Professor sits across from puppy in a booth. He pushes a 
menu over to puppy and opens it for him. 


THE PROFESSOR 


(to puppy) 
Well, what are you having? 


Puppy sniffs before finally aiming his nose at a photograph 
of a Grand Slam. The Professor nods. 


THE PROFESSOR 
(skeptically) 
Sure you can eat all that? 


A MANAGER WHIRS over on his motorized chair, looking 
tremendously nervous. His eyes dart back and forth. 


MANAGER 
(to the Professor, 
nervously) 
Sir, I'm sorry we only allow 
service animals in the restaurant. 


The manager tries to avoid staring at the Professor's 
weapons. 


MANAGER (CONT'D) 
It's company policy, I'm afraid. 


The Professor smiles. 


THE PROFESSOR 
(patiently) 
He is a therapy animal. 


MANAGER 
For what, may I ask, sir? 
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The Professor pulls out his DOPP badge - the 9 looms large - 
and he gives the manager a dangerous look. 


THE PROFESSOR 
(half snarling) 
Anger issues! 


The manager drives away at top speed. The Professor shrugs. 
CUT TO: 
INT. DENNY'S - MOMENTS LATER 


The table is a mess. The Professor is finishing off a 
two-quart glass of gray nutri-slurry, and puppy looks as 
though he has been bathed in pancake syrup. 


THE PROFESSOR 
(to himself, sighing) 
What do I do? [PAUSE] What do I do? 


The Professor sees ONE OF THE WAITRESSES taking an order 
with a small tablet computer. He thinks for a moment and 
then pats down his vest, quickly producing a little tablet 
computer and a stylus of his own. The Professor starts to 
write. The furions can be heard CHATTING in the background, 
eagerly. 


THE PROFESSOR 


(to puppy, singing) 
Making a list, checking it twice 


CUT TO: 
EXT. THE ROAD - DAY 


The Professor leans into a right curve, hard, his knees 
nearly scraping the ground. The motorcycle is slightly 
damaged from its crash the night before - a few scrapes and 
dings and a little dirt, but it functions normally. Puppy, 
his head sticking out of a hole in the motorcycle's left 
hard case, ears flapping in the breeze, looks to be enjoying 
himself. 


Weaving around treacherous potholes that appear large enough 
to swallow the motorcycle whole, and the boulder-sized 
remains of a collapsed overpass, the motorcycle looks as 
though it might topple at any moment. 


The debris clears after some distance, and the motorcycle is 
soon perpendicular to the road as it approaches a driveway, 
with a DOUR OLD MAN perched on an all-terrain vehicle (ATV) 
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at its very edge. The Professor locks the throttle with a 
CLICK and pulls the canister of bear spray from his side. 
From yards away, he gives the dour man a BLAST of the 
chemical before dropping the canister back into its holster. 
Drawing nearer, the Professor produces his sjambok, giving 
the man a hard THWACK! and knocking out several of his 
teeth. The dour man HOWLS before falling to the ground, 
clutching his bleeding mouth. 


DOUR MAN 
(to the Professor, 
through the blood) 
AWW! You bastard, why? 


Zipping past, the Professor tosses a FLUTTERING note back in 
the direction of the dour man, and the paper sails through 
the air. We see the words FOR TIMMY in the Professor's fine 
italic hand. 


CUT TO: 
INT. BARN - DAY 


THE DOUR MAN, THIRTY YEARS YOUNGER, obviously intoxicated, 
SCREAMS at a PRE-PUBESCENT BOY, decked out in western riding 
gear, who cowers in a corner. The dour man is enraged. 


DOUR MAN 
(to the Pre-pubescent 
Boy, Silently/unheard) 
Get a B! I'll show you! 


The dour man produces a SHOTGUN, cocks it, and aims at it at 
the boy's MARE, and: 


BAM! 


The pre-pubescent boy pulls off his hat, covers his face 
with it, and weeps. 


CUT TO: 
EXT. THE ROAD - DAY 


The Professor lifts up his visor, eyes laughing, and a CHEER 
rises up from inside the Professor's head. The last few 
moments, both of the attack and Timmy's memories are 
superimposed on the scene. The images roll up, break into 
bits, and fly away. 


CUT TO: 
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INT. THE PROFESSOR'S HEAD - OUTSIDE OF TIME 
A furion smiles gently. He is at peace. 

CUT TO: 
INT. THE CHEST OF THE FURION - MOMENTS LATER 


A black furion heart slows and stops. A beam of light TEARS 
through it, and everything is brightness. In a few moments, 
all things: 


FADE TO WHITE. 
EXT. THE ROAD - DAY 


The Professor lowers his helmet, leans in close to his bike 
and rides on. 


SERIES OF SHOTS - SEEKING VENGEANCE FOR THE FURIONS 


- ON THE ROAD, AFTERNOON - The Professor rides by a used car 
lot and sprays a SALESMAN with bear spray, and we quickly 
CUT TO THE SALESMAN, YEARS EARLIER (when he had more hair), 
offering a DESPERATE MAN 100 dollars for a perfectly decent 
automobile. The desperate man pleads for more. The used car 
salesman LAUGHS. 


- IN A TRAILER PARK, AFTERNOON - The Professor makes a quick 
loop around a TRASHY WOMAN in foam curlers, an e-cigarette 
hanging from her mouth. He fires a TASER at her, and she 
collapses to the ground as the Professor drives over her 
legs, which shatter with a POP! We CUT TO an image of HER, 
YOUNGER BUT STILL IN FOAM CURLERS, crushing a pill and 
Snorting it from the top of a particleboard dining room 
table, under which UNWASHED, FERAL CHILDREN hide. They 
timidly extend their filthy hands up for a moldy piece of 
white bread. The trashy woman looks up from her drug- 
Snorting mirror and SMACKS the hands back down. 


- OUTSIDE A FACTORY, EVENING - The Professor flies off a 
bridge and through the skylights of a factory, shattering 
them with a loud CRASH. He lands inches away from a FOREMAN, 
commanding HIS WORKERS from the comfort of a chair. The 
Professor circles the foreman, THRASHING him viciously with 
a sjambok. We CUT TO a scene in which a WORKER IN AN 
POWER-ASSISTED EXOSKELETON, trying to lift a pallet labeled 
DIAMOND-EDGED MACHETES, loses his grip. One of the machetes 
slides out and slices through the protective plastic of the 
exoskeleton, removing the worker's foot. The worker lets out 
a Silent cry and looks to the foreman, who laughs and yells: 
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FOREMAN 
(silently/unheard) 
Walk it off! 


- IN AN OFFICE, MINUTES LATER - THE FORMERLY DESPERATE MAN 
opens an email labeled REVENGE LOTTO, he looks surprised but 


happy. 


- IN A SCHOOL, MINUTES LATER - A TEACHER (one of the poor 
children, now grown) sees a message notification pop in at 
the edge of his field of view. He taps his glasses. He 
grins. He returns to his lesson. 


- IN A SLURRY BAR (RESTAURANT), MINUTES LATER - THE WORKER, 
YEARS OLDER, points to his missing foot, trying to explain 
something to HIS FRIENDS. His watch rattles. He looks down 
at it and taps its face, perplexed, and a hologram of the 
Professor at the factory appears. The man gently tugs on the 
arm of ONE OF HIS FRIENDS. The friend smiles and gives hima 
congratulatory PAT on the back. 


SERIES OF SHOTS - END 
EXT. THE ROAD - TWILIGHT 


The motorcycle limps down the road. Some of its fairings 
have fallen off, and the headlight is loosely hanging onto 
the frame. It, the Professor, and puppy are covered in dust 
and blood. The Professor is tired, but he manages to deftly 
steer the damaged machine, its engine COMPLAINING LOUDLY and 
SPUTTERING. 


The exhausted trio turn off the road, and into the open bay 
of a: 


INT. 24 HOUR MOTORCYCLE SERVICE CENTER - MOMENTS LATER 


The Professor SLIDES off the motorcycle slowly, and frees 
puppy from the hard case. He stumbles toward a MECHANIC, who 
looks up from his labors apprehensively. 


MECHANIC 
(to the Professor) 
You okay, buddy? 


The Professor points to the motorcycle, from which a 
taillight LOUDLY FALLS. 


THE PROFESSOR 
(to the mechanic) 
Can you fix it? 


The mechanic WHISTLES, his eyes wide. 
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THE PROFESSOR (CONT'D) 
Tomorrow? 


MECHANTC 
(hesitating) 
Yeah [PAUSE] for ten, fifteen, uh, 
twenty 


THE PROFESSOR 
(exhaustedly) 
Sounds fair. 


And the Professor waves his credit fob over a freestanding 
interrogator, which flashes a bright, smiling face and two 
thumbs up on its screen. 


The mechanic's eyes follow the Professor as he weakly walks 
away. 


INT. HILTON: PRESIDENTIAL SUITE - NIGHT 


Water in a bathroom RUSHES LOUDLY. The leathers hang from a 
peg by door, clean and presentable. 


The RUSHING WATER STOPS, and the Professor steps out of the 
bathroom. He is covered in bruises, and the skin from his 
knees and elbows has been burned away. Puppy hides his eyes. 


THE PROFESSOR 
(to himself) 
What's left? What's left to do? 


The Professor looks around the room, and FOURTEEN FURIONS 
levitate in front of him. They stand at attention, their 
oversized bellies shining in the warm, diffuse light of the 
room. The Professor counts them one by one. 


THE PROFESSOR (CONT'D) 
I've only got nine left. [PAUSE] 
Not enough. [PAUSE] 


The furions fade away, leaving the Professor and puppy 
alone. 


THE PROFESSOR (CONT'D) 
Not enough. 


The Professor collapses onto the bed, the towel loosely 
hanging from his thin waist. He reaches up and turns off the 
light with a CLICK. 


CUT TO BLACK. 
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THE PROFESSOR 
(to himself, exhausted) 
How do I make the best of it? 
[PAUSE] I'm in the dark. [LAUGH] 
I'm always in the dark. 


CUT TO: 
EXT. MOUNTAIN OF THE GENIUSES (MOTG) - MORNING 


The mountain is a tower of icy blue, covered in snow, jagged 
edges piercing through thin clouds. A laser-sharp ray of 
sunlight peeks out from behind it, but before we see more 
than a fraction of a second of light: 


CUT TO: 
INT. MOTG: DOME - CONTINUOUS 


Everything is cold in the manmade mountain cavern - a 
dome-shaped void carved from the solid rock and painted a 
white that fluoresces with optical brighteners - and silent, 
save for the occasional CLICK of a machine. 


A DARK-SKINNED MAN IN A WHITE JUMPSUIT/UNIFORM EMBLAZONED 
WITH THE DEPARTMENT OF PENCIL PUSHING (DOPP) SEAL anda 
number of impressive, if indecipherable, insignia sits 
opposite us, a protective cage/support around his neck, 
which holds up a head of extraterrestrial proportions. 


The mercury vapor lamps clustered at the apex of the dome 
cast harsh light and shadow on the man in uniform. A shiny 
visor conceals the man's face above the bridge of his nose, 
so we don't know exactly where he is looking until he turns 
directly toward us, the CRACK and POP of every movement 
ECHOING in the void. 


MAN IN UNIFORM 
(to us, in precise, if 
accented, English) 
Allow me to tell you the story of 
the king of the mountain, of his 
hubris, of his short reign. 


CUT TO: 
INT. MOTG: BIRTH CENTER - DAY 
First, we see the womb: 


Translucent plastic walls with a metal frame surrounding 
them and holding everything in place. There is movement 
inside - something pink - the BABY. 
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BURST! 


And the fluid drains away. The baby, oversized head (of 
which we only see the lower half) flopping back and forth, 
slides onto a silver conveyor belt and is SPRAYED clean by a 
brass mechanical arm. Another arm touches his foot. ZAP! The 
baby starts to CRY. He is BREATHING now. 


The conveyor belt keeps moving, and the baby slides through 
a small round cylinder - a BEEPING scanner - upon the screen 
of which flash the words: APGAR+: 11.3; IMMUNO-RESPONSE: 
14/14; MODEL/SERIAL: VERBAL-ULTRA-NOPTI/002; ASSIGNED NAME: 
A.K. BABU RAJ VERMA WANG (MK. II); SYSTEMS STATUS: PASS; DO 
NOT TERMINATE (WITHOUT PRIOR APPROVAL) ! 


The baby - a genetically engineered bureaucratic genius-to- 
be - emerges from the scanner, and the WHIRRING conveyor 
inches him forward again. Now he is on a surgical table. Two 
thin wires slide against the baby's spine. They seemingly 
melt into his flesh and disappear. A supporting brace CLAMPS 
down around his neck, and his head is stilled. Cooling 
cables emerge from the table and WRAP themselves around his 
forehead like tentacles, but we do not see the genius baby's 
eyes even then. 


A needle emerges from the table. Into the genius baby's neck 
it goes, right above the cl vertebrae. 


FLASH TO: 
INT. GENIUS BABY'S BRAIN - MOMENTS LATER 


Electrical signals fly from one neuron to the next. Tiny 
Silver particles appear in a flurry and attach themselves to 
the nerves. The axons of the neurons turn silver, and the 
Signals between the nerves speed up, moving far faster than 
they did moments before. 


FLASH TO: 
INT. MOTG: BIRTH CENTER - DAY 


The needle disappears, and the genius baby is picked up by 
the robotic arms, which swaddle him tight in a red and gold 
royal cloth and DROP him into an automatic rocker with a 
mobile made of forms and documents rotating gently above it. 
All of the other machines STOP, and only the warm lights 
above the rocker remain lit as it gently SWAYS the baby back 
and forth and SINGS to him in a mixture of English, Hindi, 
and Mandarin. 
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INT. MOTG: RAJA'S ROOM - SEVEN YEARS LATER 


The genius baby is no longer a baby at all: He is the young 
A.K. BABU RAJ VERMA WANG II - RAJA to his virtual 
caregivers. He sits in an ergonomic chair with his back to 
us, wearing a shiny helmet, staring at a wall, moving his 
hands through the air as though manipulating ghosts. 


Virtual articles and books appear faintly in front of him, 
scrolling by far too fast for any normal human being to 
read. Raja grabs at the air, moving the text around. 
Suddenly, he FLICKS his wrists, and the text stops and fades 
away. He pauses for a moment, BREATHING. And a VOICE comes 
from all around. 


MATERNAL FEMALE VOICE (0O.S.) 
(with loving concern) 
Are you okay, Raja? [PAUSE] Why 
aren't you processing your 
documents? 


RAJA 
(to the wall, in cautious 
tones) 
Mother, I have a question, and I 
don't think I can find the answer 
in my texts. 


MATERNAL FEMALE VOICE (0O.S.) 
(warmly) 
Oh! What's that, Raja? 


RAJA 
Will I ever meet another person? 
[PAUSE] I mean one made of meat? 


There is no sound for a moment, save for the CLICKING OF 
MACHINES. 


MATERNAL FEMALE VOICE (0O.S.) 
(sadly) 
I'm afraid so, Raja. I'm afraid so. 


CUT TO: 


INT. MOTG: DOME - MONTHS LATER 


A MAN - THE OPPRESSOR - is SCREAMING, loud enough to cause 
us pain. Spittle flies from his mouth. He is in his teens or 
early twenties, and he towers over us. We do not yet see the 
object of his fury, and the glint from the gold piping on 
his brilliant red uniform is momentarily blinding us. 
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OPPRESSOR 
(to someone off screen, 
screaming) 
You little son of a bitch! 


And he SMACKS someone, hard. 


Now we see Raja on the floor, his face flush, his helmet 
askew, visor slightly out of place, several red diodes on it 
blinking. He is wearing a uniform, but it is without 
insignia, save for the badge of the DOPP. 


OPPRESSOR 
(to Raja, loudly) 
Stand up, damn you. Stand up! 


Raja grabs his helmet, adjusts it, and diodes turn green 
before shutting off. 


OPPRESSOR (CONT'D) 
Up against the wall! [PAUSE] Up 
against the wall! 


Raja scrambles up and tries to stand straight. 


RAJA 
Yes, Oppressor. 


The Oppressor looks around. Raja is but one of TEN YOUNG 
GENIUSES WITH OVERSIZED HEADS, all between the ages of seven 
and eight. Asian, White, Black - they are of no single race 
or sex. They all have helmets with identifying numerals on 
the side, and all are equipped with exoskeletons with 
jetpack belts. Only Raja wears a visor that conceals his 
eyes. 


OPPRESSOR 
(to all of them, 
furiously) 
Up against the wall! Up against the 
wall! Everyone, up against the 
wall! 


SMACK! And another young genius yells. 


The young geniuses form a line - their backs straight 
against the wall, but its slight curve and their oversized 
heads conspire to make them tilt their heads down. They peer 
up, timidly. 


The Oppressor sneers. 
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OPPRESSOR 
(to all of them) 
Alright. Let's see who survives. 


CUT TO: 
INT. MOTG: DOME - DAYS LATER 


The young geniuses are running, their exoskeletons WHIRRING 
loudly. Despite the exoskeletons doing the bulk of the work, 
the effort of moving is wearing them down, and the young 
geniuses look as though they are ready to faint. The 
Oppressor follows close behind. 


OPPRESSOR 
(singing) 
I love papers more than life. 


YOUNG GENIUSES 
(struggling) 
I love papers more than life. 


OPPRESSOR 
(perking up, forcefully) 
Sing it like you mean it! [PAUSE, 
MORE FORCEFULLY]I love papers more 
than life. 


YOUNG GENIUSES 
(trying harder) 
I love papers more than life. 


OPPRESSOR 
(melodically) 
My pencil's sharper than a knife. 


YOUNG GENIUSES 
(giving it their best) 
My pencil's sharper than a knife. 


OPPRESSOR 
When die I, collate my bones. 


YOUNG GENIUSES 
(huffing) 
When I die, collate my bones. 


OPPRESSOR 
(melodically) 
And rubber stamp my soul to roam. 
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YOUNG GENIUSES 
(almost tearfully) 
And rubber stamp [FADING] my soul 
to roam. 


OPPRESSOR 
One, two, three, four. I want to 
file more! 


YOUNG GENIUSES AND OPPRESSOR 
One, two, three, four. I want to 
file more! 


The slowest young genius (YOUNG GENIUS #2) falls, his 
exoskeleton still kicking the air as though he were running. 
He CRIES. 


One of the quicker ones catches up with the Oppressor. 


YOUNG GENIUS #1 
(to the Oppressor) 
Oppressor, Sir, may we stop? 
[PAUSE, HUFFING] We've been running 
two days straight now. 


The Oppressor LAUGHS. 


OPPRESSOR 
(to Young Genius #1) 
You mean you aren't enjoying this? 


He looks around at the fatigued children. 


OPPRESSOR (CONT'D) 

(to all of them, yelling) 
I thought you little bastards were 
having fun! [PAUSE] You morons! 
Well, why didn't you all just 
complete your 75P/DOPP-TE/Exer- 
Ceas-Ord/2020v? [PAUSE] Who in the 
name Zhong Kui screwed this up? 


The young geniuses look at each other as though the 
Oppressor was speaking in tongues. 


OPPRESSOR (CONT'D) 
(looking around) 
Who's in charge? [PAUSE, LOUDER] 
Who is in charge? [PAUSE] Who! Is! 
In! Charge?! [PAUSE] Halt! 
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The young geniuses halt, their exoskeletons WHIRRING DOWN, 
and they form a line, with Raja standing in the middle. 
Young genius #2 struggles back to his feet and makes his way 
to the end of the line. The Oppressor catches sight of Raja. 


OPPRESSOR 
(to Raja) 
Raja, you prick. [LOUDLY] Why do 
you hate your squad? 


RAJA 
(confused) 
Oppressor? Sir? 


OPPRESSOR 
(yelling) 
Why do you hate your squad? 


RAJA 
(voice lilting into the 
soprano range) 
I hate my squad? 


OPPRESSOR 
(with disgust) 
You should have stopped this days 


ago. 
RAJA 
Sir? 
OPPRESSOR 
(emphatically) 


Fill out petition. Fill out the 
petition! [VOICE BOOMING] Fill out 
the damned petition! 


The Oppressor tosses a copy of 75P/DOPP-TE/Exer-Ceas-Ord/ 
2020v to Raja, the 75 pages of it falling to the ground. It 
FLUTTERS and falls. Raja kneels to pick it up, STRAINING 
against his rigid exoskeleton. 


OPPRESSOR 

(to all the young 

geniuses) 
Until he submits the petition, I am 
not allowed to let you stop. Until 
he submits the petition, I am not 
allowed to let you eat! Until he 
submits the petition, I am not 
allowed to let you sleep! Not until 
Raja gets the petition in. 
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The young geniuses glare at Raja. 


OPPRESSOR (CONT'D) 
Everybody: The paperwork is fate! 


YOUNG GENIUSES 
(struggling) 
The paperwork is fate! 


OPPRESSOR 
The bureaucrat is God! 


YOUNG GENIUSES 
The bureaucrat is God! 


The Oppressor pulls out a bear spray gas grenade, and offers 
a Sinister grin. He turns to Raja. 


OPPRESSOR 
(to Raja, loudly) 
Are you going to let them die, 
Raja? [PAUSE, NODDING TOWARD THE 
YOUNG GENIUSES] They'll overheat 
and die! 


Raja looks down at the papers. He doesn't know what to do. 
The Oppressor pulls the pin but has yet to toss the grenade. 
He drops his hateful look and leans in toward Raja. 


OPPRESSOR (CONT'D) 
(quietly) 
I can't stop this, Raja. Only you 
can. 


The Oppressor tosses the gas grenade, which explodes with a 
BOOM, spraying red chemical mist everywhere, and taps a 
button on his exoskeleton. 


OPPRESSOR 
(to the young geniuses, 
with force) 
Auto-run! 


And the exoskeletons all start moving, without any direction 
from their owners, dragging them through the capsicum mist. 
The young geniuses HOWL, SCREAM, and GAG. Even the Oppressor 
COUGHS as he trails behind them. He notices Raja standing, 
paralyzed. 
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OPPRESSOR 
(to Raja, yelling) 
Are you going to work in here, 
dipshit? [PAUSE] Get your ass 
outside! Get on up to the tunnel! 


CUT TO: 
INT. MOTG: TUNNELS - MOMENTS LATER 


Raja runs frantically down the darkened tunnel, exoskeleton 
WHIRRING, BREATHING hard, the dull orange lights overhead 
turning into a single blur. He looks back and forth, with no 
idea of where to go. He is still HACKING a bit from the 
capsicum as he moves. Raja reaches an intersection. 


He stops. 


Raja doesn't know where to go. The frame of his neck brace 
CREEKS. He CATCHES HIS BREATH. The tunnels are barely lit. 


RAJA 
(to himself) 
Outside. What's outside? 


His BREATH SLOWS and QUIETS. Raja lets out a little COUGH, 
and even that noise falls away. There is nothing. 


Then there is the faintest sound of WHOOSHING AIR. Raja 
looks up, slowly. There is an opening above him, and the 
WHOOSING grows louder. Raja tries to jump, to grab ahold of 
the opening's walls. No luck. 


Raja rests his hands on the exoskeleton chassis around his 
hips, brushing his fingers over the jet nozzles. He notices 
them for the first time. 


RAJA 
(to himself) 
Hey. [PAUSE] Wait. 


Raja taps a BUTTON on the chassis, and a faint menu appears 
before him. It reads GYRO-JET SELF-START GUIDE. PLEASE 
CHOOSE AN OPTION. Raja manipulates the menu, scrolling 
through until he finds SPEEDY-UP AUTO-NAVIGATE. The WHOOSH 
above Raja grows louder, and he hesitates for a moment. 


RAJA 
(to himself) 
Outside. 


Bis 


Raja holds his hand over the text, and it disappears 
replaced by a countdown screen: 


Dira BG? 2p. La FLIRE! 


The jets - all six of them - IGNITE at once, and Raja shoots 
up faster than a toy rocket. He zips through the dark 
labyrinth with terrifying speed, the jets SCREAMING. With 
every brutal twist and turn, Raja is SLAMMED against the 
frame of his exoskeleton. The bone-jarring flight continues. 


Still, there is no light. The nozzles of the jets are 
glowing red now, and an ALARM goes off, the words OVERHEAT, 
OVERHEAT! blaring from it. Two of the jets shutdown, the 
remaining ones glowing even brighter to overcompensate for 
the loss of thrust, and Raja still sees no light. Two more 
FLAME OUT when Raja takes a hard turn. He is down to two. 


A dot of white light appears, far away, only just visible, 
but it grows larger by the second. The WHOOSH grows loud 
enough to overpower the noise of the jets, and in a few 
seconds, Raja is above the: 


EXT. MOTG: OBSERVATION DECK - NOON 


Awash in light - white and crystal sky blue - Raja appears 
as a metallic angel. The jets overshot, and Raja is floating 
in the icy air, gravity and inertia in a fleeting state of 
equilibrium. He extends his arms out, feeling the HOWLING 
wind for the first time in his life. The last two 
functioning jets quickly nudge him away from the opening of 
the labyrinth and over a vinyl-coated mesh walkway before 
petering out with a loud WHISTLE. 


Raja drops fifteen feet, and hard, landing on his side with 
a CLANG! 


He stands up, wisps of smoke rising from his jets. Raja 
takes in the scene: snow-capped mountain peaks for miles, a 
few tiny cabins dotting them, little chimneys bellowing 
smoke. 


Then the image stutters and stops and breaks into pieces. It 
is somehow too much for Raja. He shakes his head, and 
everything returns to normal, the scene reflecting brightly 
off his visor. Raja notices a rectangle draped in black 
plastic at the edge of the walkway. He approaches it, and 
pulls off the plastic, letting the mountain wind carry it 
away with a gentle RUSTLE. Pens and pencils are attached to 
the desk with chains, an all-weather, solar-powered form 
printer is bolted to it, and document clips have been welded 
on the surface as well. One of the clips holds a piece of 
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waterproof paper that reads WELCOME TO YOUR NEW OFFICE, 
RAJA. ONE CHALLENGE DOWN, A LIFETIME'S WORTH TO GO. GET TO 
WORK! 


His jetpack nozzles still glowing dimly and PINGING, Raja 
sits down, secures his 75P/DOPP-TE/Exer-Ceas-Ord/2020v to 
the desk with a clip and starts to write. 


INT. MOTG: DOME - HOURS LATER 


Raja runs back into the dome, papers in hand, covered in 
sweat, his jetpack still smoking, the metal of the nozzles 
PINGING and POPPING as it contracts. He spots the Oppressor, 
still running like the rest. 


RAJA 
(to the Oppressor) 
Sir, I'm done. I'm done. [PAUSE] 
What do I do? 


OPPRESSOR 
(to Raja, yelling) 
Shove it in the auto-a, Raja. Shove 
it in the auto-a! 


RAJA 
(confused) 
What? Where? 


The Oppressor points to a hole in the wall in the shape of a 
demonic, hungry mouth labelled AUTO-ADJUDICATOR. Raja jogs 
up to it and looks back the Oppressor. 


OPPRESSOR 
(loudly) 
In the damned hole! 


And in the hole it goes, all 75 pages of it. The machine 
makes SHREDDING and GRINDING sounds. Nothing happens for a 
moment. Everyone is still running. Raja starts to panic. 


RAJA 
(to the Oppressor, 
worried) 
I [PAUSE] I [PAUSE] I don't 


A green light flash above the hole, and a smiley face 
appears on a screen above it, quickly replaced by the words 
PETITION APPROVED. 
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And everyone but Raja - Oppressor and the young geniuses - 
drops, their exoskeletons WHIRRING to a stop. The young 
geniuses are CRYING and COUGHING. No one looks at Raja, 
except for Oppressor, who is still CATCHING HIS BREATH. 


Raja slowly processes the scene - the other young geniuses, 
all weak and trembling - and he spots one who looks stronger 
than the rest, and not as ill - YOUNG GENIUS #3. 


RAJA 
(to young genius #3) 
You there! You there! 


YOUNG GENIUS #3 
(uncertainly) 
Yes. [COUGH] Yes, Raja. 


RAJA 
(commandingly) 
Stand up! Come here! 


Young genius #3 stands up with great effort, his overheated 
exoskeleton WHIRRING and letting out the BUZZ of an 
electrical short. He hobbles over to Raja, current ARCING 
across his exoskeleton with every step. 


RAJA 
(calmly) 
Can you write? 


YOUNG GENIUS #3 
(suspiciously) 
Of course, I can write. 


Raja smiles at the young genius. 


RAJA 
(patiently) 
You need to requisition some 
antidote for the others. 


YOUNG GENIUS #3 
(confused) 
How do I 


RAJA 
With this. 
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And Raja pulls out a 15-page form labeled 15P/DOPP-TE/ 
Ursu-Aeros-AntiD/2035vPrio2, which reads CHARACTER-BUILDING 
COMPOUNDS (CAPSICUM, ETC.) ANTIDOTE REQUISITION FORM 
(PROFOUNDLY TRUNCATED EDITION). Young genius #3 looks down 
at it. 


YOUNG GENIUS #3 
What . . . What about you? 


Raja ignores the question. 


RAJA 
Get it done, number three. 


Young genius #3 walks away, flipping through the form 
intently. 


RAJA 
(to everyone) 
Stand up! [PAUSE] It seems we have 
a lot to learn. 


The Oppressor offers a barely perceptible smile, which he 
suppresses almost immediately. 


INT. MOTG: CLASSROOM - DAY 


Raja stands in front of the class, pointing to a hologram of 
a page from a form. He silently taps one of the lines with 
his pointer, lecturing on it for a few moments. The other 
young geniuses nod. We hear nothing. 


SERIES OF SHOTS - THE RISE OF RAJA 


- IN THE DOME, DAY - Raja stands with a stopwatch, looking 
at the row of young geniuses, who sit at desks with forms 
stacked high. He mouths the word GO, and the young geniuses 
tear into the forms, pencils flying madly over the pages. 
Raja passes back and forth, inspecting them as he goes, 
mouthing FASTER, FASTER and PUT SOME WRIST INTO IT! Young 
genius #5 starts sweating, drops of perspiration falling 
onto his pages. Raja catches sight of it and tosses hima 
small towel. 


- ON THE WALKWAY, NOON - Raja leads the march, and all the 
young geniuses follow behind. He is mouthing ONE, TWO, 
THREE, FOUR. I WANT TO FILE MORE, which the others repeat as 
they trail close behind. Everyone is smiling. 


- IN THE LABYRINTH, DARKNESS - Raja is ascending the 
labyrinth, the others close behind, their jetpacks blazing - 
quickly moving constellations in the dark. Raja looks back 
at them and mouths WATCH YOUR HEADS! TUCK 'EM IN. One young 
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genius bumps into another. Raja yells CHECK YOUR SPACING! He 
smiles, looks upward, and tapping a button, zips past the 
others. They all follow suit, leaving streams of smoke that 
are barely visible in the darkness. 


- IN FRONT OF THE AUTO-ADJUDICATOR, DAY - Raja points to the 
opening, talking, the other young geniuses looking on with 
rapt attention. He sticks a finger close to its teeth and 
pretends that the machine is ripping off his hand. He stops 
and pulls his hand back. The young geniuses laugh, and Raja 
mouths CAREFUL! They nod. 


- ON THE WALKWAY, DAY - Raja points and gestures as three 
multi-armed robots carve and grind away at an outcropping of 
stone on the surface of the mountain near the walkway. 
Sparks fly and powdered stone is thrown in all directions, 
obscuring out view. The dust clears, and we see their 
creation - a relief sculpture of Zhong Kui with the words 
MIGHTY LORD OF BUREAUCRATS engraved below it. Raja smiles. 


- ABOVE THE LABYRINTH, TWILIGHT - Raja hangs in the clear 
air above the opening of the labyrinth, the fading sun 
reflecting off his exoskeleton, as he lectures to the young 
geniuses on the walkway below. He makes small, precise 
movements with his arms and sets down gently, barely 
disturbing the fine dusting of snow. 


- IN THE DOME, DAY (MOMENTS LATER: BACK TO PRESENT) - The 
young geniuses flip through forms at a superhuman rate. Raja 
looks down at his stopwatch. He counts down the numbers. 


RAJA 
(audibly) 
Five, four, three, two, one. 
[PAUSE] Stop! 


The young geniuses DROP their pencils, and PULL BACK. They 
all sit up straight, yard-high stacks of completed forms 
beside them. Raja looks his subordinates over, the sound of 
their RAGGED BREATHING faintly punctuating the otherwise 
Silent scene. He gives them a deathly serious look. He waits 
a beat; the young geniuses are nervous. Then he smiles. 


RAJA 
(to everyone, loudly) 
I think we've earned a feast! 


Someone tosses a form into the air and the others CHEER! 
Tears of joy run down the faces of a few. 


Only two young geniuses abstain from the revelry. They - #9 
and #10 - sit stock still in the second row, saying nothing. 
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They look across their tables, each stacked with twice as 
many forms as those of the others. Young genius #9, a lanky 
African girl, looks at her comrade, a rail-thin White boy, 
and shakes her head worriedly. 


SERIES OF SHOTS - END 
EXT. MOTG: OBSERVATION DECK AND CLIFFS - DAY 


The sunlight is overwhelmingly bright and the sky flawlessly 
blue. We see a flashing sign that reads FIELD DAY: 
APPLICABLE TO DOPP AUTHORIZED PERSONS ONLY. The squad of 
young geniuses has been subdivided into smaller units of 
three people (pencilteams), each of which is engaged ina 
different task. 


Team alpha, the letter A emblazoned across their 
exoskeletons, is busily setting up tables and slurry carts 
(each slurry labeled with a different flavor) on a shiny red 
temporary platform overhanging a ravine, with the help of A 
FEW ROBOTS. Team bravo, indicated by a large B on their 
uniforms, is scaling a sheer cliff with the help of their 
exoskeletons. All of the young geniuses are wearing mirrored 
visors today, making Raja stand out a little less as he 
surveys them from the commander's desk. The Oppressor stands 
in the background, saying nothing. 


Quickly bouncing up the rock face, the members of team bravo 
yell out to each other. 


YOUNG GENIUS #2 (TEAM BRAVO) 
(to his comrades) 
English/English: Barely Royal 
indigent goats hate 'taters. 


YOUNG GENIUS #4 (TEAM BRAVO) 
(calling back) 
Ancient ukulele strummers tire 
regularly at lazy idiots assuming 
nationalistic stances. 


YOUNG GENIUS #5 (TEAM BRAVO) 
(chiming in) 
Cheerful Hawaiians are rarely 
malevolent. 


Young genius #5 loses his footing, but he pushes himself 
back up with quick blast of his jetpack. 
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YOUNG GENIUS #6 (TEAM BRAVO) 
(hesitating, then 
smiling) 
Excellent golf 


Young genius #6 stops, and his exoskeleton slumps and falls 
before being caught by his jetpack. His teammates look at 
him. 


YOUNG GENIUS #5 (TEAM BRAVO) 
(to young genius #6, 
curiously) 
Hey, number six, are you 


And young genius #7 stops as well, falling like his comrade 
before him. On the sheer face of the mountain, there is a 
little flash of something striking the rock, followed by a 
PING! The Oppressor looks at the cliffs opposite team bravo. 
He sees a reflection in the distance. 


OPPRESSOR 
(loudly) 
Damn it, Raja, auto-guns! 


The Oppressor looks at the scattered young geniuses. 


OPPRESSOR 
(yelling) 
Take cover, everyone. Take cover! 


Team alpha drops their food and bolts toward an outcropping 
of rock, their exoskeletons WHIRRING. 


Team bravo looks panicky; they can't get down fast enough, 
so they huddle together, shielding themselves as best they 
can with the collective strength of their exoskeletons' 
armor. 


The PINGS are coming faster now, but they seem to be mostly 
missing. The auto-guns are getting sloppy. 


The Oppressor pulls Raja under a shelf of granite near the 
observation deck. 


OPPRESSOR 

(to Raja, screaming over 

the pings) 
You've got get down to the auto-a. 
You've got file a petition for 
emergency suspension! [PAUSE] And 
how the hell did you forget to turn 
them off? 
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The PINGS have turned into a full-blown VOLLEY, enough to 
tear through the thick granite shelf protecting Raja and the 
Oppressor in a few hours. 


RAJA 
(frantically) 
What? How? 


OPPRESSOR 
(at the top of his lungs) 
Figure it out, damn you. Your 
people are dying! 


Raja looks over to the opening of the labyrinth; it's only 
thirty yards away, but it's thirty yards through a typhoon 
of lead. 


RAJA 
I can't. [PAUSE] I can't 


Then Raja catches a glimpse of two meteors hurtling toward 
the opening - young geniuses #9 and #10 - they've turned the 
nozzles of their jetpacks around and are making an 
accelerated descent. They are too fast for the auto-guns, 
and they disappear into the blackness in seconds. 


Another auto-gun kicks in, and Raja looks across the sheets 
of leaden rain. His squad is scattered. Team bravo has their 
backs turned to him, but Raja can see the shaking of their 
exoskeletons. Team alpha stares at him from under their 
outcropping, eyes white with terror. Raja looks at the 
Oppressor, whose jaw is locked and tight with fury. Raja 
takes a breath, knowing that he is obligated to charge the 
opening of the labyrinth, knowing he'll die anyway. 


Then SILENCE. 


Team bravo is still trembling. Team alpha is huddled. 
Someone on team alpha grabs a steel slurry bowl and peaks it 
out from under the rock. NOTHING. Raja looks at the 
Oppressor. 


RAJA 
(quietly) 
Can they distinguish pots from 
people? 


OPPRESSOR 
(frowning) 
We'll see. 
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The Oppressor INHALES before slowly sticking his hand out 
and into full view of the auto-guns. 


NOTHING. 


OPPRESSOR 
(to everyone, loudly) 
Better move before they reset. Team 
bravo, leap for the hole on my 
command. [PAUSE] Team alpha, you'll 
follow ten seconds after. 


Raja looks over at Team alpha. They pay no attention to him 
at all. Raja looks down, ashamed; he's lost his command. 


OPPRESSOR (CONT'D) 
Five, four, three, two, one 


CUT TO: 
INT. MOTG: DOME - MOMENTS LATER 


Everyone's jetpacks PING and CREAK as they cool. Someone 
bumps into Raja and CURSES him, but he is otherwise 
invisible, and he stares at the ground, shuffling forward. 
Then: 


YOUNG GENIUS #8 
(to the Oppressor, in 
awe) 
Sir, look! 


And GASPS go up around the room. Raja looks up, confused, 
and then he sees it, near the auto-a: two stacks of forms, 
each three yards high. They - Raja, the young geniuses, the 
Oppressor - approach the stacks with trepidation - stacks 
that weren't there when they left. 


YOUNG GENIUS #5 
(to everyone, stuttering) 
But [PAUSE] But [PAUSE] They were 
only here a few minutes. [PAUSE] 
They couldn't. 


Young genius #5 picks up one of the sheets and examines it. 


YOUNG GENIUS #5 
(to everyone, with 
amazement ) 
Already filed! [PAUSE] And 
duplicated. It's impossible. No one 
could 
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OPPRESSOR 
(interrupting) 
Yes, they could. [QUIETLY] Yes. 
They could. 


Several of the young geniuses look around, searching. 


YOUNG GENIUSES #5, #1, #3 
Hey. Where are they? Numbers nine 
and ten. Where'd they 


Raja adjusts his expression, now more resigned than 
heartbroken. 


RAJA 
(to the questioners, 
calmly) 
Gone. They're gone. 


CUT TO: 


INT. MOTG: DOME - YEARS LATER 


THE DARK-SKINNED MAN IN A WHITE UNIFORM - RAJA AS AN ADULT - 
looks at us again, the cold lights making him look even 
weaker and frailer than he did before. He INHALES. 


RAJA 

(to us, calmly) 
It was beautiful - that thing they 
created - a Gordian knot of filings 
and counterfilings, of petitions 
and counter-petitions, of Friends 
of Zhong Kui briefings. [PAUSE] I 
will never be able to make sense of 
it, to fully appreciate it's 
majesty, nor will the auto-a. That 
was the point, I suppose. [PAUSE, 
CHUCKLES] Better lives through 
paperwork - that's our motto; 
that's our life. [PAUSE] 


Raja press his hands together, contemplating his fate. 


RAJA (CONT'D) 
I should have been king, or I 
should have been killed, but I was 
just demoted. [PAUSE] Now I'm stuck 
here, inside the mountain - a place 
lesser men shall never see with 
their own eyes. [PAUSE] Nor shall I 
really, not that I deserve to. 


61. 


Raja lifts up his visor, slowly, and reveals a mess of 
blinking diodes and a smooth metal surface where his eyes 
should be. 


RAJA (CONT'D) 
I am the New Oppressor, Grade XIII: 
a prisoner of his own kingdom; the 
blind leading the innocent. [PAUSE] 
And I train the future. I train the 
leaders of the world. [PAUSE] I'll 
train them till I die. 


CUT TO: 
EXT. TRAIN STATION: HUAIHUA - MORNING 


A train with green and light brown livery slows and GRINDS 
to a stop, and we're back in Huaihua, at the steel-framed 
station. 


CUT TO: 
INT. TRAIN: SOFT SLEEPER CARRIAGE - MORNING 


A CHINESE BOY OF ABOUT FOUR WITH A SOFT FACE AND A THIN 
FRAME - the YOUNG NIE LIHAI - is sitting on the edge of the 
bottom bunk of a soft sleeper, gray paint and the stainless 
steel fixtures, polished smooth from years of handling, all 
around him. NIE LIHAI'S FATHER, a stocky man wearing a black 
suit and a black shirt with a wide collar - one that 
telegraphs TOUGH GUY sits beside Lihai. The boy is bleary 
eyed and innocent. His father holds a clear, double-walled 
travel thermos - loose green leaves and pale flowers dancing 
and drifting through the water therein - in his right hand, 
from the mouth of which he contemplatively INHALES the steam 
- the astringent, flowery aroma of green tea and jasmine. 
The father is a coiled snake, watching every movement and 
gesture, hearing every word of those who pass by the open 
sleeper compartment door. He is relaxed, yet ready to 
strike. 


Lihai rubs his eyes and looks up at his father for a moment. 
He tugs on the arm of his father's jacket. 


YOUNG NIE LIHAT 
(in Chinese dialect, 
gently) 
Dad? 
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Nie Lihai's father turns around, his expression still cool, 
and with the utmost seriousness, picks up three still-green 
clementines. He inspects the fruit, running his finger over 
each imperfection, and nods at his son, gravely. He tosses 
one in the air and catches it, frowning still. Then he 
tosses up another, catching it with the other hand. Then he 
juggles them. 


Lihai, wide-eyed, watches with awe. His father offers a 
quick twinkle of a smile before catching them and resuming 
his stern expression. He quickly peels one of the 
clementines and hands the pieces to his son. 


INT. TRAIN STATION: PASSENGER TUNNEL - MOMENTS LATER 


Lihai's father is carrying him through the stark concrete 
tunnel underneath the train station. They are surrounded by 
a THRONG OF PEOPLE, who are packed into the tunnel so 
tightly that movement appears impossible to the foreign eye, 
but move they do, and in a fairly orderly fashion. Lihai and 
his father have only a single, wheeled bag with them, which 
the father drags behind them. They approach the turnstiles, 
GUARDS checking ticket stubs to determine if any of the 
passengers got a free ride, the crowd crushing at the 
bottleneck before it emerges onto: 


EXT. TRAIN STATION PUBLIC SQUARE - CONTINUOUS 


The drizzle outside the train station turns the concrete 
tiles of the square slick. 


TOY HAWKERS stand by the exit of the passenger tunnel, 
looking tired and wet, their little electronic planes and 
games dry under clear plastic. LITTLE OLD LADIES are frying 
snacks at their wheeled stands, pulling out batches of thin 
sausages and choudoufu (black tofu) from deep fryers, the 
pungent stench causing Nie Lihai's eyes to water. In the 
distance, WHORES in knee-high boots lean against the doors 
of the hotels at the square's edge. 


An UNLICENSED TAXI DRIVER approaches the two as they near 
the barrier separating the square from the road. The driver, 
thin, anxious, and fast talking, starts in: 


DRIVER 
(in Mandarin) 
Hey! Hey! Where are you going? 
[PAUSE] You, man with boy, where do 
you want to go? 
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LIHAT'S FATHER 
(in stilted Mandarin) 
East Yingfeng Road. 


CUT TO: 
INT. TAXI - MORNING 


Lihai and his father are sitting in the back of the taxi. 
The driver, madly zipping through streets not yet filled 
with cars, engine REVVING loudly, looks at Lihai's father 
curiously. 


DRIVER 
(to Lihai's father, in 
Mandarin) 
So, where are you from? 


LIHAI'S FATHER 
I am from Jiangsu, but my son 


DRIVER 
(quickly) 
Welcome to our beautiful city. The 
price will be forty-five yuan. 


The father scowls, trying to decide if he should say 
something. 


LIHAT 
(piping up, in the local 
dialect) 
I am from here! My mother is Tujia 


people! 
The driver looks back and smiles, skeptical. 


DRIVER 
(to Lihai) 
Oh! Tujia people. Me, too. [PAUSE] 
Hey, do you know the Tujia Ertong 
Yingkege [Tujia Children's Welcome 
Song] ? 


The driver begins to SING, and Lihai quickly JOINS IN fora 
few bars. 


LIHAI'S FATHER 
(interrupting) 
About the fare 
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DRIVER 
(to Lihai's father) 
Where did you say you were going 
again? 


LIHAI'S FATHER 
(slowly) 
East Yingfeng Road. 


DRIVER 
(feigning surprise) 
I must have misheard you before. 
Twenty yuan. 


Lihai's father looks over at Lihai, who smiles, broadly 
before making a stern expression of his own - an almost 
perfect imitation of his father's, as the city passes by the 
window - a blur. 


CUT TO: 
INT. POLICE SUBSTATION: NEAR ZHONGPO MOUNTAIN - AFTERNOON 


A DETECTIVE, DRESSED IN A BLUE UNIFORM, sits across a 
bolted-down, stamped-metal table from an ADULT NIE LIHAI. 
The detective takes a slow, CRACKLING drag from his 
cigarette, looking up at the whitewashed plaster walls. A 
tiny, barred window, high above, lets in the smallest amount 
of natural light. 


DETECTIVE 
(coolly) 
You know, this isn't a minor issue. 
[PAUSE, DRAG] I know you've done 
this before. 


Lihai RATTLES the shackles that bind him to the table and 
shrugs. The detective is annoyed. 


DETECTIVE 
You know, we don't have to give you 
a trial. [PAUSE, GRINNING] We can 
simply reeducate you. 


Lihai is unintimidated. 


LIHAT 
(very calmly) 
No, the camps have been closed - 
five years now, I think. 
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The detective raises an eyebrow - so that's what they told 
you? He TAPS his cigarette in the ashtray, gently. There is 
something familiar about the movement. Lihai looks down at 
the detective's pack of cigarettes. He remembers. 


LIHAT 
(curiously) 
Number Two Railway Middle School? 


The detective stops PUFFING. He is confused. 





LIHAI (CONT'D) 
Gao Bowen? Your father was 
procurator? [PAUSE] And you still 
smoke five-five-five brand? 


The detective drops his cigarette, surprised. 


DETECTIVE 
(taken aback) 
Nie Lihai! 


Lihai smiles. 


DETECTIVE 
(excitedly) 
I had no idea! [PAUSE] So you're 
still in the business? 


Lihai nods. 


LIHAT 
(ambiguously) 
From time to time, maybe. 


The detective CHUCKLES, and glancing down at uniform, 
remembers that Lihai is, in fact, still in a police station 
and talking to a cop. He picks up Lihai's fake ID. 


DETECTIVE 
This is good! Almost too good! 
[PAUSE] Anyway, have you eaten? You 
must be starving. 


Lihai offers an equivocal nod, still not certain of what to 
expect. Quickly, the detective reaches across the table and 
unlocks Lihai's shackles. He good-naturedly forces a 
cigarette on Lihai. 


DETECTIVE (CONT'D) 
I know a good place. We've got some 
things to discuss, and I have an 
interesting proposition for you! 
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INT. NIE FAMILY HOME: NEAR ZHANGJIAIE - DAY 


NIE LIHAI, NOW ABOUT ELEVEN, is stretched out on his bed, 
flipping through a magazine. He hears his voice come in 
through the window. 


LIHAT'S FATHER 
(sharply) 
Son! [PAUSE] Son! 


Lihai stands up, goes to the window, and opens it. He peers 
out, seeing his father standing by the garage, a tarp 
covering something beside him. 


LIHAT 
(tentatively) 
Yes, Dad? 


His father looks up, seriously. 


LIHAI'S FATHER 
(commandingly) 
Get down here, son, now! 


Lihai disappears, and emerges from the front door seconds 
later. 


EXT. NIE FAMILY HOME: NEAR ZHANGJIAIE - CONTINUOUS 


LIHAI'S FATHER (CONT'D) 
You are really careless! [PAUSE] I 
don't know 


The father shakes his head. Lihai is worried. 


LIHAT 
(cautiously) 
What did I do. Dad? 


LIHAI'S FATHER 
You forgot something important in 
town [PAUSE] something very 
important. 


LIHAT 
(perplexed) 
I [PAUSE] I don't know, Dad. What 
I'd forget? 


The old man shakes his head again, playing up his 
seriousness. 
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LIHAI'S FATHER 
I wonder about your mind, so 
absent! [PAUSE] Otherwise, how 
could you forget this! 


And he pulls away the tarp with the flourish of a magician. 
It FLUTTERS away. Lihai's eyes light up as he catches sight 
of the little Honda dirt bike in candy apple red. He is ata 
loss for words, and he looks up at his father, who merely 
raises his eyebrow. 


LIHAI'S FATHER 
(happily in a restrained 
manner) 
Well, son, what are you waiting 
for? It's not going to ride itself. 


EXT. THE CANYONS OF ZHANGJIAJIE - DAY (A FEW YEARS LATER) 


The little bike cuts through the lush green canyon, tilting 
back and forth as it tears through the grass. As the bike 
flies over ditches and the rough terrain, its little engine 
REVS, yet no matter how steep the incline or rough the path, 
the RIDER, WEARING A HELMET, loses no speed at all. 


Now we hear the REV but do not see it, as it grows LOUDER. 


The bike and rider appear almost out of nowhere, popping out 
from a dense grove of bamboo. The rider kills his engine and 
steps off the bike, he pulls off the helmet, revealing NIE 
LIHAI, AGE FIFTEEN. Wheeling the bike quietly behind a tree, 
the CRUNCH OF GRASS is the only noise heard. As Nie Lihai 
approaches something - something still unseen - he crouches. 
He looks around, listening to the distant CRY OF MONKEYS. 
There is no other sound. Lihai picks up a rock and tosses 
it. It bounces off the window of an imposing house, one that 
appears to be far away from any other structure. 


Lihai, crouched low, waits. He approaches the house, still 
cautious, and he is now: 


EXT. IN FRONT OF CANYON HOUSE - CONTINUOUS 


Without any noise at all, Nie Lihai jumps up and peeks ina 
window, seeing only an unoccupied room, lights off, filled 
with valuables. Sliding back into the green, Lihai pulls out 
a radio, and turns it on with a BEEP, adjusting the 
frequency quickly. 


LIHAI 
(into radio, quietly) 
They're gone. You can 
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The shadow of man appears from behind. 

Spotting it, Lihai looks up. 

INT. NIE FAMILY HOME: NEAR ZHANGJIAIE - NIGHT 
Lihai is bracing himself for the blow, wincing. 


LIHAI'S FATHER 
(angrily) 
Stealing?! 


And he SMACKS Lihai on the head. 


LIHAI'S FATHER (CONT'D) 
Why? [SMACK] What are you lacking? 
[CRACK] What haven't I given you? 


Lihai looks up at his father, who is still red faced. 


LIHAT 
(apologetically) 
I'm sorry. I didn't 


LIHAI'S FATHER 
You're humiliating us! 


And he gives Lihai a final CRACK! 


LIHAI'S FATHER (CONT'D) 
Only idiots get caught! 


Lihai stops wincing and gives his father a curious look - 
What? - as his father, regaining his composure, straightens 
his shirt and jacket and lets out an irritated SIGH. 


Lihai's father looks around the living room of the Nie home. 
It's modest - a few hard-back chairs; a sofa, its slightly 
worn green upholstery having been carefully repaired; a flat 
screen television; whitewashed walls - but presentable. The 
father walks over to the window and pulls back thin, 
handmade curtains in a pale green that approximately matches 
the sofa. There are a few dim lights outside, but not much 
else aside from darkness. He opens the window, the SOUND OF 
CICADAS irritatingly loud, and he pauses there for a minute, 
thinking of what to say. Still looking out the window: 


LIHAI'S FATHER 
(with resignation) 
I suppose it's about time I let you 
in on the family business. 
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Lihai's father pulls out a pack of Shuangxi cigarettes, 
tamps them down, and lights one. He INHALES slowly before: 


LIHAI'S FATHER (CONT'D) 
I was hoping you'd find something 
else, but traditions [PAUSE] 
traditions. 


Lihai, thoroughly confused, is still rubbing the back of his 
head. 


LIHAT 
(cautiously) 
What do you mean, Dad? 


His father looks back at him from across the room, uncertain 
of where to begin. 


INT. IMPERIAL INTERNATIONAL HOTEL RESTAURANT - EVENING 


The detective stares down at his bowl for a second, picking 
through the fried eggplant and rice, chopsticks CLICKING 
intermittently, as he chooses his words. 


DETECTIVE 
(thoughtfully) 
Our fathers' lives [PAUSE, LAUGH] 
Like father, like son. 


The detective takes in the smooth marble floors and warm 
light of the restaurant. A piano PLAYS softly in the 
distance, and a large relief mosaic - cranes and rivers - 
made of mother of pearl and semi-precious stones, draws all 
eyes toward a distant wall - but there are not many eyes to 
draw; the detective and the thief are the only diners there. 
And the cranes, forever waiting to take flight, are the only 
ones listening. 


DETECTIVE (CONT'D) 
So how is your father? Do crooks 
[PAUSE] uh, people in your family's 
line of work, do they retire? 


Lihai puts down his bowl, a quick, fierce look flashing 
across his face - he'll let the "crooks" comment slide. 


LIHAT 
(slowly) 
Sometimes. Dad did. 
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LIHAI'S FATHER 
So, where did he go? Hainan? 
[PAUSE] I'm not interested in 
looking. 


LIHAT 
(flatly) 
A tomb. 


The detective is obviously uncomfortable. He didn't 
anticipate the conversation taking this turn. 


DETECTIVE 
(awkwardly) 
I'm sorry. I didn't think he was 
that old [PAUSE]. 


LIHAT 
He wasn't. 


CUT TO: 
EXT. RIVER PIER - DUSK 


LIHAI'S FATHER, NOW A GRAY-HAIRED OLD MAN, is perched 
comfortably on the edge of a wooden pier, slowly swinging 
his feet back and forth through the water. He has a fishing 
pole in one hand and a few other poles attached to strategic 
locations on the boards of the structure. Man and pier alike 
are cast in the warm orange of the setting tropical sun. 


LIHAI (0O.S.) 
I did pretty well. Bought Dad out 
and gave him enough money to 
retire. [PAUSE] Somewhere nice too. 


A BOY, whom we see only in silhouette, walks up to Lihai's 
aging father and sits down beside him. The boy hands the old 
man a fishing pole, to the hook of which he quickly and 
deftly attaches some bait before demonstrating to the boy 
how to properly cast his line. The boy nods, and the old man 
hands back the pole to him, LAUGHING. He tousles the boy's 
hair, and the kid hops up, gives a polite little bow of 
thanks, and goes in search of his own fishing spot. 


Now we see the face of Lihai's father again. He takes a nip 
of baijiu from the bottle setting beside him, its contents 
catching and scattering the light as they jiggle around the 
flask. The old man puts down the bottle and INHALES. This is 
the good life. 


Intercut with restaurant. 


TLs 


The detective is smoking a cigarette, carefully BLOWING the 
smoke away from Lihai. He TAPS it against a crystal ashtray. 


DETECTIVE 
(politely) 
It sounds lovely. 


Lihai sets down chopsticks on his bowl with a faint CLINK. 


LIHAI 
It was, I hope. 


Intercut with pier. 


Lihai's father sits on the pier, which we see only in 
silhouette. A FIGURE approaches from the side. The old man 
looks up. 


LIHAI (O.S.) 
I still don't know how they found 
him. 


The figure pulls out a gun and aims for the head. The old 
man is still, dignity intact. 


BAM! 


And the muzzle flashes. We hear the FLAPPING wings of a 
crane taking flight and the body SPLASH in the water. The 
waves LAP against the pier. 


INT. IMPERIAL INTERNATIONAL HOTEL RESTAURANT - EVENING 


The detective stares at the mosaic for a moment, his 
cigarette gently CRACKLING as he takes a drag. 





DETECTIVE 
Was that when you decided to become 
a Buddhist? 


Lihai's eyes narrow. He is curious. 


The detective points at the table - the dishes of meatless 
food and the can of Wang Lao Ji (canned herbal tea) - with 
the hand in which he holds his cigarette. 


DETECTIVE (CONT'D) 
No alcohol. No meat. 


Lihai CHUCKLES, and the detective cocks an eyebrow, his 
question still unanswered. 
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LIHAT 
(amused) 
Always the detective, even when 
you're off duty? [LAUGHS] And I'm 
not exactly a perfect Buddhist. 
[PAUSE] I still rob banks. 


The detective nods, sympathetically before lighting another 
cigarette. 


DETECTIVE 
But only when they're empty, from 
what I've heard. 


LIHAI 
(calmly) 
Of course. 


The detective nods again. He is reassured. 


DETECTIVE 
(curiously) 
So how do you feel about 
reincarnation? [PAUSE] Well, 
multiple incarnations and a clean 
slate? 


Lihai pats down his pockets, looking for a cigarette, one of 
which the detective, without missing a beat, hands to him 
before offering him a light. Relaxed, Lihai leans back in 
his chair, having heard stranger things. 


LIHAI 
(getting to the point, 
politely) 
So [EXHALING] what do you want from 
me, detective? 


The detective leans in, trying to seal the deal. 


DETECTIVE 
(reassuringly) 
Only your memories. [PAUSE] Just 
copies of them. [SMILING] You can 
keep the originals of course. You 
have all the skills we need. 


Lihai is trying to keep his composure, but anxiousness 
bubbles up for a second and overpowers his trained 
nonchalance. His friend, the detective, has obviously gone 
insane. The detective reads the expression immediately. He 
mashes his cigarette in the tray. 
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DETECTIVE 
Do you remember my brother, the 
smart one, the neuroscientist? 


Lihai searches his mind, not much is coming up. 


LIHAI 
(uncertainly) 
Vaguely. 


FLASH TO: 
INT. LABORATORY - DAY 


THE DETECTIVE'S YOUNGER BROTHER, THE SCIENTIST, an old 
photograph of him with his brother, both wearing soccer 
uniforms and victorious grins, behind him, examines a mouse, 
stroking its head gently. He puts the mouse in a cage small 
enough to immobilize it, and he affixes a mouse-sized helmet 
to its head. 


He looks at the computer screen beside him on the workbench, 
and turns back to the mouse: 


THE SCIENTIST 
(silently/unheard) 
It'll be okay, little one. 


before tapping a few commands into the computer. The 
countdown commences; ON THE SCREEN: 3, 2, 1. 


ZAP! and the mouse is gone in a flash of blue light, only 
the helmet and burn marks remain. The scientist, covered in 
soot, is relatively unharmed, if annoyed. 


CUT TO: 
INT. IMPERIAL INTERNATIONAL HOTEL RESTAURANT - EVENING 


DETECTIVE 
You might not. He's been in America 
for a long time now. He works for 
their government. [PAUSE] Well, he 
works for us. He's contracted to 
their government. 


Lihai still doesn't quite believe what he's hearing. 


LIHAI 
(skeptically) 
And you work for ours? 
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The detective sees where Lihai is going - understands the 
suspicion - and LAUGHS. 


DETECTIVE 
(stating the obvious) 
We're all friends now. [PAUSE] 
Twenty years, and we'll all be one 
big, happy multinational anyway. 


Lihai is no longer certain of the detective's mental state: 
It could be either way. He takes another quick PUFF. 


LIHAT 
(skeptically) 
So [THINKING] How would we do this? 
How would we copy my memories? 


Now the detective leans back. The pitch is over, and the 
deal is sealed. 


DETECTIVE 
(with excitement) 
All we need to do is take a little 
trip. [PAUSE] All expenses paid for 
by the People. 


FLASH TO: 


A high speed train tears across the screen for a fraction of 
a second, letting out a mighty BLAST of its horn. 


CUT TO: 
INT. MEMORY COLLECTION LABORATORY - DAY 


Lihai sits strapped in a chair, slightly too tightly. He's 
in a laboratory disguised as something else. The furniture, 
of which there is an overabundance, is 1800s-China quaint 
(carved blackwood, red pillows, opium pipes, etc.), and the 
place is more late Qing dynasty parlor than clinic. A 
HALF-DOZEN TECHNICIANS, all of them female and youngish, 
Swarm around Lihai, adjusting equipment and cables. The 
detective sits in the corner, pleased. 


LIHAT 
(to the technician 
adjusting his helmet) 
So do I need to think about 
something in particular? Whatever 
it is you want from me, I mean. 


THE TECHNICIAN GIGGLES. 


ADs 


TECHNICIAN 
(soothingly) 
No, just relax. Think of something 
pleasant. 


She nods to HER COLLEAGUES. 


TECHNICIAN 
(to the technician by the 
computer, in Mandarin) 
Three, two, one. 


INT. TRAIN: SOFT SLEEPER CARRIAGE - MORNING 


THE BOY NIE LIHAI is sitting on the edge of the bottom bunk 
of a soft sleeper, finishing the last segment of his 
clementine. His father, still strong and in his prime years, 
sits beside him. They have not yet gotten off the train, not 
yet walked across the square, not yet taken their taxi ride 
with young Lihai singing along with the driver. 


Lihai's father is entirely at ease, yet entirely attentive 
to his surroundings, watching the tired CROWD shuffle past, 
and the CHATTER OF PEOPLE is less than one might think. 


There's a Seiko on the tray table by the bunk, and it's 
eye-catchingly shiny. Young Lihai spots it, and with a 
twinkle in his eyes, after glancing around to see if anyone 
is watching, slides his hand over and very quietly grabs it, 
pocketing it with only the slightest CLINK. 


Lihai's father lets out a LITTLE BREATH - not even a proper 
sigh - and still watching the other PASSENGERS disembark, 
his back turned to Lihai: 


LIHAI'S FATHER 
(exhaling) 
Son, pick up that old watch over 
there. It's a gift for your uncle, 
and I don't want to forget it. 


Lihai pretends to drop something, and he acts as though he 
found the watch on the floor. 


LIHAI 
(innocently) 
Here, Dad. It must have fallen. 


Lihai holds out the watch, his expression that of perfect 
sincerity. His father glances over at him and offers a weak 
smile. 
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LIHAI'S FATHER 
(with a calm resignation) 
That's okay. You can keep it for 
the time being. [PAUSE] What's mine 
is yours, son, or it will be soon 
enough. 


Lihai grins, entranced by the TICKING metal. His father 
catches the look and sees something in it, something he 
would rather not. 


LIHAI'S FATHER (CONT'D) 
That's the way it goes. [PAUSE] 
That's the way it's gone for a long 
time. 


Lihai looks up at his father, with wonder in his eyes. 
CUT TO BLACK. 
SILENCE (seconds). RUSTLE! RUSTLE! COUGH! RUSTLE! RUSTLE! 
CUT TO: 
INT. MEDIOCRE UNIVERSITY: AUDITORIUM CLASSROOM - DAY 


THE LECTURER stands on the stage, behind a wooden podium 
stained a rich, warm shade. There is a single light on him - 
the one bright light in the room - a spotlight of painful 
intensity and purest white. This place is a cavern, and 
dark. There are people watching him somewhere out in the 
void and darkness, but they say nothing, giving no 
indication of life, save for an occasional COUGH. 


The lecturer looks down at his notes. He is lost. Something 
is out of order. He flips through them, panic creeping into 
his gestures. The pages RUSTLE loudly, the sound 
over-amplified by the podium's microphone. The lecturer is 
starting to sweat through his oxford cloth shirt, and his 
tweed jacket is getting too hot. 


RUSTLE! RUSTLE! 


Finally, he's found it! The lecturer adjusts his glasses, 
double checking that he is, in fact, on the right page. He 
is. He takes a quick SIP of water, makes a quiet SIGH of 
relief, leans in close to the microphone, and begins. 
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LECTURER 

(to the blackness, 

flatly) 
Double-entry accounting is the 
essence of the known known. All 
must be accounted for, not once, 
but twice. [PAUSE] Yet is such a 
thing possible? Can money, that 
which is essentially an abstract, 
be said to go from one place to the 
next? In the transition, the 
non-material becomes temporally 
bound in the near-instantaneous 
duration of the transaction. Yet 
where is it between transactions? 
Between the cycles of thought and 
ignorance? 


The lecturer adjusts his glasses and glances up from his 
notes for a moment. 


LECTURER (CONT'D) 
Where is the money in the void? 
Ink, electrons, photons, and 
neurotransmitters - are these the 
numbers toward which we direct our 
quantitative gaze? [PAUSE] Or does 
the gaze itself create the numbers 
- rendering the concrete abstract 
and the abstract concrete through a 
process of non-dualistic, 
bidirectional transubstantiation? 


The lecturer turns a page with another loud RUSTLE. The 
light reflects off his slightly greasy glasses for a moment, 
temporarily blinding us. 


LECTURER (CONT'D) 
In Foucault's posthumously 
published On Power-knowledge 
Differentials in Post- 
anthroponumerate Civilizations: 
Structuralism and Its Remnants, we 
read 


SLAM! BAM! 
Something has dropped, and hard. 


We turn around, away from the bright light, and we can now 
make out the outline of the room. The auditorium is half 
empty, with SLEEPING, DROOLING STUDENTS scattered around it. 
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A YOUNG MAN, A STUDENT (BUDDY), wearing a SIR BREWS-A-LOT 
shirt and baggy shorts picks himself up from the floor. 


None of the sleeping students awaken, so soporific is the 
lecture, but at the front of the room something stands out - 
a GROUP OF STUDENTS, ALL PERFECTLY AWAKE, PERFECTLY PRESENT, 
AND ALL WELL-GROOMED, sitting in the front three rows - 
they, and no one else, turn to locate the source of the 
BAM!, their heads all moving in perfect unison. 


Buddy is on the floor, and he rubs his now sore head, down 
which run rivulets of blood. Still disoriented from the 
sudden awakening of falling out of his chair, Buddy stands 
and tries to wipe the crimson away, but succeeds only in 
smearing it across his face as though he were applying war 
paint. He sits back down in his chair by the aisle and looks 
to the lectern. 


BUDDY 
(to the lecturer, calling 
out) 
Sorry! 


The lecturer is annoyed, but he says nothing, takes another 
SIP of water, and searches for his place in the notes. He 
CLEARS HIS THROAT. The group of students all offer Buddy 
identical sympathetic looks, also in unison before they turn 
back toward the lecturer and offer him plastic smiles that 
telegraph GO ON, DEAR TEACHER - as though fascinated. 


LECTURER 
(resuming the tedium) 
In Foucault's best known discourse 
on this matter 


CUT TO: 
INT. MEDIOCRE UNIVERSITY: HALLWAY - MOMENTS LATER 


Despite an almost CARRIE-prom-scene bloodiness, no one 
notices Buddy as he stumbles down the crowded hall, 
massaging his aching head. The BETTER PART OF THE STUDENTS 
are dressed at least as shabbily as Buddy and look stoned 
(or badly hung over), or are so enraptured by their phones 
that they dare not look away from them. 


Buddy glances up and sees the perfect students - the ones 
from class - walk by in mechanically precise formation. They 
do not push, but the synchronized force of their movements 
and their sharp v-formation causes the shuffling crowds to 
part for them quite naturally. The synchronized students 
march past, eyes straight ahead. 
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Buddy shuffles into: 
INT. MEDIOCRE UNIVERSITY: BATHROOM - CONTINUOUS 


He leans against the pure white tiles of the wall, GROANING, 
and he makes his way to the sink and turns on the hot water, 
which pours out with steam and a WHOOSH! Leaning down, he 
SPLASHES the water over his face and tries to SCRUB away the 
drying blood. 


Buddy's face nearly clean, he catches sight of someone in 
the mirror. 


A MAN, APPARENTLY ONE OF THE SYNCHRONIZED HORDE, IMPECCABLY 
DRESSED LIKE ALL THE OTHERS, has propped himself against the 
counter, near Buddy. He draws a puff from an e-cigarette and 
EXHALES. 


IMPECCABLY DRESSED MAN 
(to Buddy, with concern) 
You look terrible. [PAUSE] Do you 
need a doctor? 


Buddy turns off the water. 


BUDDY 
(uncertainly) 
I don't think so. [PAUSE] I'm okay. 


The impeccably dressed man produces a clean towel, small and 
spotlessly white, and offers it to Buddy. 


IMPECCABLY DRESSED MAN 
(calmly) 
Here you go. 


Buddy hesitates for a moment and then takes the towel from 
the man's hand. 


BUDDY 
Thanks. 


Buddy pats himself down, turning the towel pink with blood. 
Finishing, he looks down at it and frowns; he didn't mean to 
ruin it. He tries to hand it back to the man, who shakes his 
head. 


BUDDY 
I'm sorry. [PAUSE] I didn't mean to 
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IMPECCABLY DRESSED MAN 
(taking another drag, 
smiling) 
Don't worry. Happens all the time, 
and I've got plenty. 


The impeccably dressed man leans against the wall, waiting, 
slowly BLOWING vapor rings. 


BUDDY 
(curiously) 
Hey, I was wondering 


The man raises an eyebrow. 


BUDDY (CONT'D) 
How do you guys do it? I mean, you 
and your friends? 


IMPECCABLY DRESSED MAN 
(with a patient coolness 
verging on boredom) 
My friends? [PAUSE] Do what, 
exactly? 


Buddy runs his hands through his hair, feeling the dampness. 


BUDDY 
Pay attention. Stay awake. [PAUSE] 
You look so alert. So calm. Is it 
[PAUSE, THINKING] meditation? Or is 
it 


The man lets go of his e-cigarette, which is caught by its 
lanyard. 


IMPECCABLY DRESSED MAN 
(with polite detachment) 
Something like that. [PAUSE] 
Anyway, that's my friends, not me. 
[PAUSE] And if you want what 
they've got 


The man hesitates, something flashing across his face - 
guilt, regret, cynicism - but it disappears just as quickly. 
He pulls out a card and presents it to Buddy with two 
fingers. 


Buddy dries his hands a little more and takes it, glancing 
down at the card for a second. 
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BUDDY 
(tentatively, still 
looking at the card for a 
beat) 
Thanks. And for the towel 


But the impeccably dressed man is already out the door. 


Buddy looks down at the card - white text on black paper - 
EVERCLEAR NEUROCOGNITIVE SERVICES - BECAUSE THE BEST WORKDAY 
IS THE ONE YOU DON'T REMEMBER - TEXT 888NOMIND FOR FREE 
ANYWHERE/ANYTIME PICKUP. 


BUDDY 
(to himself) 
Hmm. 


He flips the card over and sees written in tiny vertical 
print in the left corner (in Chinese) - A DIVISION OF 
SHASHUYAO PHARMACEUTICALS. The reverse (white on black) 
silhouette of a mouse, feet stuck straight up in the air, is 
printed in the middle of the card. 


Buddy says nothing. 
INT. EVERCLEAR CLINIC - EVENING 


Buddy is in a hospital gown, his head now wrapped in clean 
gauze, and he is stretched out on a table. There is nothing 
to distinguish this room, save for its newness and 
sterility. Outside the window, one can see a large parking 
lot and the signage of what appears to be a Mexican 
restaurant. MARIACHI MUSIC plays faintly in the background, 
bleeding through the thin walls. 


THE LONE TECHNICIAN, A FRUSTRATED, BALDING MAN, arranges 
tools on a tray beside Buddy. He picks up a large-bore hand 
drill and scowls. 


BALDING TECHNICIAN 
(to himself, muttering) 
Damn it, this is going to be slow. 


An electric drill BUZZES from another room. Someone SCREAMS. 
The technician stalks out. 


BALDING TECHNICIAN (0.S.) 
(muffled, from another 
room) 
Can you hurry up and finish with 
that? 
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The drilling STOPS. Someone is speaking, but it's little 
more than the WAH WAH of a trumpet. The FOOTSTEPS of the 
technician grow louder as he returns to the room. Buddy 
looks up. 


BUDDY 
(worried) 
Everything okay? 


BALDING TECHNICIAN 
(dismissively) 
It'll probably be fine. [PAUSE] It 
usually is. Anyway, how long did 
you want us to block you? 


Buddy doesn't know exactly how to respond. 


BUDDY 
(uncertainly) 
So [PAUSE] should I give you a 
date. [PAUSE] I mean, it's a little 


hard to predict 


BALDING TECHNICIAN 

(quickly) 
Date, major career event, birth of 
your first child, death of a 
parent, anything. [PAUSE] Just 
remember, when you're out, you're 
out. Implicit memories only: total 
zen. And when you're up, no going 
back, not this way, anyway. 





Buddy thinks about it for a minute. 


BUDDY 
(questioningly) 
When I make executive? 


The technician CHORTLES. 


BALDING TECHNICIAN 

(trying to contain his 

mirth) 
And if that doesn't happen? You 
know, that means you'll never come 
back. [PAUSE] But who cares, right? 
[PAUSE] Memories aren't worth much, 
unless you're cutting them out! HA! 
HA! 
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BUDDY 
(nervously) 
Huh? 


BALDING TECHNICIAN 
(dismissively) 
Never mind. Anyway? 


The technician tries his best to give Buddy a concerned, 
professional look. It doesn't entirely work. Buddy thinks, 
hard. The technician stares and SIGHS and glances down at 
his watch: There are places he would rather be. 


BUDDY 
Oh! I know! 


The technician nods encouragingly. 


BUDDY (CONT'D) 
When I get to vice president of 
accounts receivable! It doesn't 
matter where! 


BADLING TECHNICIAN 
Sounds great! Now, that's settled. 


The technician picks up the drill, CRANKING it a few times. 


BUDDY 
But what if I don't 


BALDING TECHNICIAN 
(very quickly) 
Don't worry. Total confidence! 


The technician is leaning over Buddy, drill in one hand, 
needle in the other, ready to start. 


BUDDY 
But 


The technician jams the needle directly into Buddy's eye. 
CUT TO BLACK. 

The drill CRANKS LOUDLY! 

POP! 


BALDING TECHNICIAN (0.S.) 
(with tremendous 
frustration) 
Aww! Cheap-ass bits! Why the hell? 
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And the words fade to SILENCE. 
INT. INTERDYNAMIC RESEARCH INC. OFFICE - DAY (YEARS LATER) 


A ROBO-VENTILATOR - a little steel octopus of a machine, a 
red glow faintly shining through its translucent metal body 
- is attached to a MAN'S face, covering it almost 
completely, the tentacles wrapped snugly all the way around 
his head. MECHANICAL BREATHING is loud and raspy. The SOUND 
continues, and from the looks of it, we're not entirely 
certain at first if the machine is trying to help the man or 
suffocate him. 


Suddenly, the machine's body glows green. It CHIRPS ina 
high but friendly tone, retracts its tentacles, pulls the 
tubes from the man's nose, and jumps back, waiting nearby. 


Now we can see the face: BUDDY, IN HIS MID-THIRTIES, is on 
the floor, his head turned to the side. He doesn't breathe. 
The robo-ventilator, eyes level with us and Buddy, crouches 
close by, tensing its tentacles, ready to jump back on and 
help. Seconds pass. 


Buddy GASPS hard and starts HACKING and RETCHING. He opens 
his eyes and GASPS for air again then RETCHES some more. 
PULL BACK. Buddy is presentable, dressed in black slacks and 
a buttoned shirt with a tie and rolled up sleeves. He can't 
see yet. But he tries to get up, making it to his elbows 
before he falls down again, RETCHING even harder. 


Buddy's eyes water - he is in pain. He stops struggling, and 
gradually, the RETCHING slows and stops. One final HACK, and 
he starts BREATHING NORMALLY. Buddy blinks, and the world 
slowly comes into focus. The robo-ventilator offers a 
digital smile on its display and CLAPS its two front 
tentacles, happy to have saved another life. Buddy ignores 
it. From above him, Buddy hears a voice: 


TALL GUY (0.S.) 
(jovially) 
Hey, Buddy, rough night? HA! HA! 


Buddy rolls over. He is now on his side. He blinks away the 
last of the tears and sees A TALL GUY, DRESSED IN BUSINESS 
CASUAL, WITH AN AFFABLE GRIN, he's holding a massive 
sandwich in one hand and a fifty-ounce slurry bottle in the 
other. 


Buddy COUGHS. 
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BUDDY 
(weakly) 
You might [COUGH, COUGH] say that. 


Tall guy puts down his bottle and offers Buddy a catcher's 
mitt-sized hand. 


TALL GUY 
Anyway, up? 


Buddy reaches up to grasp tall guy's hand, and he's standing 
up a fraction of a second later, so fast that he almost 
falls forward. Tall guy smiles. 


TALL GUY 
Wow! [PAUSE, CHUCKLE] That was 
easy. Guess you puked up a couple 
of pounds. 


Tall guy lets go of Buddy, notices the vomit that has been 
transferred to his hand, and shrugs, wiping it on his pants. 
He picks up his slurry bottle and takes a massive swig. 
Buddy stares at him, trying to place the vaguely familiar 
face, and then he looks around at his surroundings, 
uncertain of where he is. 


BUDDY 
(still disoriented) 
How long have I been here? 


Tall guy takes a bite of his sandwich and with a full mouth: 


TALL GUY 
(through the food) 
About thirty minutes, I think. 
[MUNCH] Well, no more than thirty 
minutes, as long as I've been gone. 


A piece of pastrami falls from tall guy's sandwich to the 
floor. He is a little sad about that. Buddy shakes his head, 
still confused. 


BUDDY 
(struggling) 
I mean [PAUSE] at this job. How 
long have I been at this job? 


Tall guy looks slightly disappointed - he just realizes that 
his friend probably doesn't remember him at all. A few 
seconds pass and he shrugs - such is life. 
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TALL GUY 
(calmly) 
I don't know. 


He puts down his slurry and counts out some numbers on his 
fingers. 


TALL GUY (CONT'D) 
Five, six years. You were here when 
I started. [PAUSE] HR would know, 


maybe. 
BUDDY 
Am I a vice president? 
TALL GUY 
(confusedly) 


Beats me. [PAUSE] There are a lot 
of little countries out there, but 
as for this one 


BUDDY 
I mean professionally, of this 
company? 

TALL GUY 


(getting it) 
Oh! [CHUCKLE] Sorry, no. 


BUDDY 
(mumbling) 
AWWWEEE! I'm back early! 


Buddy, now frustrated, kicks in the direction of the 
robo-ventilator, clipping it without really meaning to do as 
much. It lets out a SHRIEK and scurries into the corner. 
Tall guy scowls and grabs Buddy by the arm. 


TALL GUY 
(firmly, with controlled 
anger) 
Hey! Don't kick Tim. [PAUSE] 
Without him, you'd be dead. 


BUDDY 
(to tall guy) 
Sorry. 


Tall guy's eyes widen slightly. He isn't happy. 


TALL GUY 
Why are you apologizing to me? 
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Buddy looks over at the trembling robot - if it doesn't have 
feelings, it's doing a pretty good job of imitating them - 
and Buddy, not a heartless man, reacts with guilt, staring 
at the ground. 


BUDDY 

(to the robo-ventilator, 
sincerely) 
I'm sorry, Tam, 


TALL GUY 
(impatiently) 
And?? [COUGH] You might add 


Tall guy glares down at Buddy's head. 


BUDDY 
(to the robo-ventilator) 
Thanks for saving me. 


The machine lets out another CHIRP and nods its head. It 
doesn't entirely believe Buddy, but it trembles a little 
less, and it offers a timid digital smile before we: 


CUT TO: 
INT. INTERDYNAMIC RESEARCH INC. OFFICE - DAY (MONTHS LATER) 


THE OFFICE ASSOCIATE is smiling as well, with a rictus grin 
that may well crack her face at any moment. 


OFFICE ASSOCIATE 
(to Buddy, with 
mechanical enthusiasm) 
Yes, of course. [PAUSE] Great idea! 
[PAUSE] We'll circle back to that 
soon! [PAUSE] Shoot me an email! 


Her expression drops just as quickly, and she turns back 
toward her screen. Her eyes lock in on the text, and she 
begins to type at a speed far beyond the superhuman. The 
CLICKS of the keyboard turning into a single WHIR! 


Buddy, disconcerted, takes a BREATH, thinking of what to say 
to the woman sitting opposite him, the one with perfect, 
tightly coiled hair, blue eyes, a suit to match, and no 
apparent humanity at all. He leans back in his chair, which 
CREAKS loudly. 


BUDDY 
(to the office associate) 
Okay. [PAUSE] So, [CLICKING HIS 
TONGUE] no to lunch. 
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TALL GUY (0.S.) 
(to Buddy, reassuringly) 
Don't take it personally. They 
don't eat solid foods anyway. 


Buddy looks over at tall guy, feet on his desk, a 
stein-sized travel mug in his hand labeled ESPRESSO BY THE 
QUART. He takes a GULP, with what must contain 600 
milligrams of caffeine, and yet he looks surprisingly calm. 


BUDDY 
(confused) 
Well, what do they eat? 


TALL GUY 
(stating the obvious) 
You know, slurry. 


BUDDY 
That's it? 


Tall guy raises his espresso stein - CHEERS - and takes 
another swig. 


BUDDY 
(to no one in particular) 
So what does everyone here do, 
exactly? 


EIGHT OFFICE WORKERS, MEN AND WOMEN ALIKE, all dressed as 
meticulously as the first, stop typing and turn toward Buddy 
in perfect synchronization. 


EIGHT WORKERS 

(at the same time, 

quickly) 
We conduct detailed textual 
analyses of the intellectual 
property and internal governance 
documents of corporate, technical, 
and educational systems to optimize 
institutional compliance using a 
hybrid neuro-electronic meta- 
system, with an eye toward 
rationalization of value-addition 
chains and the scaffolding of 
synergistic vertical and lateral 
integration schemes onto existing 
frameworks both within the target 
organizations and industries as 
well as throughout the larger 
ecosystem in which they operate. 
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The workers stare at Buddy, smiling. They don't move. Buddy 
looks at tall guy, uncertain of what to do next. Tall guy 
thinks nothing of it. 


TALL GUY 
(to Buddy, chuckling) 
Yeah. What they said. 


The eight workers turn back toward their computers and keys 
start CLICKING again, the normal WHIR quickly returning. 
Tall guy pats his belly, making a resonate THUMP! 


TALL GUY 
Well, I'm hungry. Lunch? [PAUSE] 
Buddy? Tim? 


And Tim, clinging to his wall charger, responds with a 
little CHIRPING NOISE that could pass for a laugh. Buddy 
shrugs. 


BUDDY 
(indifferently) 
Eh, yeah, why not? 


Tall guy hops up, with a grace surprising for a man of his 
Size. He picks up two oranges from his desk, juggles them 
for a second, managing a passable one-handed column, and 
eyes Tim. 


TALL GUY 
(to Tim) 
Hey, catch! 


And he makes two slow tosses to Tim, who extends a tentacle 
and catches one and then the other, doing a slightly better 
job with his one-tentacled column than did tall guy. 


TALL GUY 
(to Tim) 
Not bad. Not bad. 


Tall guy looks around, SIGHING. 


TALL GUY (CONT'D) 
(to Buddy and Tim) 
I'm off. [PAUSE] Buddy, the usual? 


BUDDY 
(nodding) 
The usual. 


Tall guy grabs his coat and walks toward the door, making 
his way across the office. He RAPS on a pallet of paper in 
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the center of the room labeled SUBPOENA-ME-NOT SELF- 
DESTRUCTING FORMS: NOW WITH NITRO! as he walks by it. 


TALL GUY 
(to Buddy and Tim, with a 
hint of caution) 
Careful with the paperwork, guys. 


Then he's out the door, calling back to them. 


TALL GUY (0.S.) 
(loudly) 
And try not to get yourselves 
killed. HA! 


And the FOOTSTEPS fade away. 
CUT TO: 
INT. INTERDYNAMIC RESEARCH INC. OFFICE - MOMENTS LATER 


Buddy stares at his screen, text scrolling past at an 
unreadable speed. He GROANS over the low THRUM of the HVAC 
system and RUBS his hands together. Across the room, there 
are several massive, round, stainless steel ventilation 
grills - behind which appear to be turbines of large jet 
engines, turning languidly. Buddy scowls in their direction. 


BUDDY 
(to himself) 
Cold! 


ON THE SCREEN 


SSYP: GLOBAL MEGA-SERVICES: ANNUAL COMPLIANCE REPORT: .CH 
DIVISION 


TOC 
1) Summary and purpose of report 


2) Statement of and elaboration upon goals of Investigator 
(Interdynamic Research; hereafter: IR) 


3) Backgrounder: Shashuyao Pharmaceuticals (hereafter: SSYP) 
A) Global presence 

B) Predicted performance: 200-year outlook 

C) Models of post-apocalyptic economic decay 


4) Regulatory statements 


a 


A) Principle products by region: global 

i) Afghanistan 

1) Synthetic goat flavoring (Go-tek-x-2 Ultimate Supreme) 
2) Antipersonnel mines (Blast-master v. 4.5) 


3) Alcohol-free wines and fragrances (Wine-no White) 


45) Preprinted hallucinogenic tax-exemption forms 
(Strawberry Fields: 4-hour) 


[The scrolling of the text speeds up, and the words become a 
singular blur, only slowing down again towards the very 
end. ] 


iiiicc) Zimbabwe 


1) Extra-large billfolds (Cash Max Magnum) 


120) Antidepressants (Euphorettamin Extended Release) 
END ON SCREEN 


Buddy lets out the SIGH of a man quickly losing his will to 
live. He looks over at Tim. 


BUDDY 
What's the point, Tim? 


Tim, still juggling, shrugs, raising his unused tentacles, 
and lets out a series of CHIRPS that sounds suspiciously 
Similar to I DON'T KNOW! 


Buddy GROWLS and looks back down at the screen and starts to 
hammer away at the electronic forms, madly CLICKING one menu 
after the next and pressing buttons with as much speed as he 
can manage. Text, now a blur, scrolls past, and Buddy can't 
make much sense of it. The computer BEEPS with every one of 
Buddy's errors, of which there are many. The BEEPS come 
faster still, until they are a single tone. Buddy is 
Sweating. The BEEPING stops. Buddy quits typing. 
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ON THE SCREEN 
ENTRY ERROR! :- ( 
INEPT USER LOCKOUT! 
AWAIT RESET! 

END ON SCREEN 


BUDDY 
(to the screen) 
Damn it! 


Buddy slams his coffee cup down on the table, with barely 
enough force to make a proper THUMP, but the particleboard, 
not much thicker than quarter of a deck of cards, gives way, 
the computer and monitor falling to the ground with a CRASH. 
Buddy looks at the mess, flabbergasted. He says nothing. 


A current arcs across the space between the monitor and the 
computer with a ZAP and a BOOM! The table, monitor, and 
computer are all afire. 


Noxious fumes rise up from the flames, and Buddy COUGHS from 
behind the thick black smoke. Tim's electronic eyes widen 
before he drops his oranges, jumps down from his charger, 
and grabs a fire extinguisher, which he drags toward the 
conflagration with considerable effort, CHIRPING and 
GRUNTING. Buddy looks down at Tim and his mighty struggle, 
and his eyes nearly pop out of his head. He SCREAMS, the 
sound reverberating through the room. 


Tim stops and looks up at Buddy and the ceiling, worried. He 
makes an UH-OH sound, and scurries toward the fire even 
faster. Earsplitting SIRENS - the fire alarm - start. Buddy 
HOWLS again, louder still. 


BUDDY 
(to the heavens) 
Why are we here? [AHHH!] Why do 
these bullshit jobs anyway? 


The SIRENS stop. 
THE workers stop. 


Every BEEP and WHIR and CLANK of machines and man has 
ceased. 


Tim turns his head around, uncertain of what to think or do. 


The fire CRACKLES gently as Tim, Buddy, and the workers 
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wait. All the screens go blank for a moment before: 
ON THE SCREENS (ALL), SCROLLING (with:) 


GOD-LIKE VOICE (O.S.) 
Bullshit job: unproductive labor; 
unenjoyable tasks that contribute 
nothing to society; the big con; 
"pointless jobs just for the sake 
of keeping us all working" D. 
Graeber. Ex. Why am I doing this 
bullshit job when I could be doing 
something productive? 


END ON SCREEN 


Buddy looks around. No one is moving yet. He glances at Tim, 
who appears frozen. 


Buddy's eye - the one in which he received an injection - 
twitches for a second and text flashes in over his field of 
vision: 


SUPERIMPOSE (SCROLLING, QUICKLY): 
#subrout: eye contact 
sens: eyes = on 
sens: eyes = blink seconds (15) 

or upon contact 
sens: eyes = det: comms: speech/screen/sound 
sens: eyes = direct to comms (src) 
sens: eyes = redirect if new 

hold until comms (stop) (nonewsig) 

or - - - - 

ERROR! ERROR! ERROR! 
ERROR! ERROR! ERROR! 
END SUPERIMPOSE 
Buddy shakes his head, and the text is gone. 


AN OFFICE ASSISTANT starts to twitch, her face moving - 
jerking around and contorting wildly: Up, down, up, down; 
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smile, frown, smile, frown! And she stops on smile, with a 
sardonic expression no human should be able to make. It 
spreads - the actions moving in waves across the room. 
Everyone but Buddy and Tim are affected. 


ONE OF THE MANAGERS - AS INDICATED BY HIS BADGE - starts to 
seize. He froths at the mouth and GAGS loudly before 
dropping with a THUD! 


Tim drops the fire extinguisher, which CLANKS against the 
floor as it lands, and he makes a noise a little SHRIEK that 
sounds something like OH NO! OH NO! before bolting toward 
the man. 


The fire has grown, and its CRACKLE has become a ROAR. Buddy 
notices this and runs to pick up the extinguisher, but 
before he can get there - POP! POP! POP! - the sprinklers 
open up, water coming down in sheets. 


The seizures are spreading through the office, one person 
after the next falling to the wet floor. 


Buddy runs toward the first person he sees - A MIDDLE-AGED 
WOMAN - who appears rabid from her froth and tremors. Buddy 
is HACKING from the poisonous smoke still billowing up from 
the ruins of his desks as he charges through the room, so he 
punches through a sheet of glass on the wall, which SHATTERS 
loudly, and pulls a lever labeled EMERGENCY VENTILATION 
SYSTEM (BY EF5, INC.). 


A KLAXON WAILS, and the jets behind the stainless grills 
spin up in a fraction of a second, their SCREAM quickly 
drowning out even the KLAXON, making the room shake with 
pure sonic fury as the afterburners kick in. The sheets of 
water are nearly horizontal - a mad Kurosawa rain with 
lethally fast office furniture, papers, staplers, the 
detritus of desks. The desks themselves fly by. 


The room goes dark and everything is suddenly bathed in red 
light. Buddy crawls toward the woman, finally reaching her 
on his hands and knees. He flips her over starts to pound 
her chest, trying to resuscitate her. 


BUDDY 
(over the howling wind 
and sirens, 
unintelligibly) 
Live, damn you, live! 


He tries to give the worker mouth to mouth, but it's no use. 
Buddy isn't Tim; Buddy doesn't know what to do. He looks up, 
helpless, filled with rage, squinting in the hurricane-force 
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winds. Tim is across the room, frantically hopping from one 
worker to the next, trying to keep as many alive as he can. 


Buddy catches sight of something in the corner - a 
lightening-sized bolt of electricity - that arcs through the 
office, emanating from a drenched printer in the corner and 
spreading out. He watches in horror as the fine extensions 
of the blue fractal draw ever closer to the half-blown-away 
pallet of explosive forms, but there's nothing he can do 
about it. 


There's a reflection - one Buddy can see even through his 
wind-watering eyes - an instant of shininess bouncing from 
one body to the next, and he knows who it is. He raises up 
his arms and: 


BUDDY 
(screaming at the top of 
his lungs, still 
unintelligible over the 
wind) 
Tim, get the fuck down! 


And the noise STOPS - we hear nothing at all - before the 
first blue tendril touches the pallet and we: 


FADE TO WHITE. 
INT. INTERDYNAMIC RESEARCH INC. ELEVATOR - MINUTES LATER 


The elevator DINGS before its door opens, and as it does, 
water pours in. Tall guy, clutching a massive bag of 
sandwiches, jumps back, but he can't escape it, and he's 
soon up to his ankles. He looks down at his shoes. 


TALL GUY 
(to himself, grousing) 
Oh man, and I just bought these! 


The peculiarity of the situation dawns on him - he may have 
bigger problems than footwear. 


TALL GUY (CONT'D) 
Hmm. That's a first. 


He steps out and into the: 
INT. INTERDYNAMIC RESEARCH INC. HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS 


He SLOSHES through the water, papers and office supplies 
floating past before he approaches the entrance to: 
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INT. INTERDYNAMIC RESEARCH INC. OFFICE - CONTINUOUS 


The office is little more than a shell, every cubicle 
partition having been flattened, every electronic device 
having detonated. There's a shallow crater in the center of 
room where the pallet of paper exploded, and the walls are a 
sooty black. A few lights flicker, their beams erratically 
dancing over the filthy water. And in the center of it all 
is a FIGURE, charred and blackened, holding something, 
mumbling. 


With understandable apprehension, tall guy approaches. He 
tries to smooth over the fear in his voice. 


TALL GUY 
(to the burned man, with 
concern) 
Hey! Hey! You okay? [PAUSE] Can you 
hear me, man? [PAUSE] You okay? 


The figure doesn't answer. Tall guy SLOSHES closer, and then 
he hears the voice. 


BUDDY 
(to himself, mumbling) 
No! No! No! [PAUSE] No! 


Recognition! Tall guy knows the voice. 


TALL GUY 
(skeptically) 
Buddy? 


And Buddy looks up, red and swollen eyes peering out froma 
charcoal face. 


BUDDY 
(to everything, faintly) 
I'm sorry. [PAUSE] I'm really 
sorry. 


And he holds out his arms, revealing Tim, limp, missing 
several arms - a shattered little hunk of metal, having lost 
its faint, lively glow. 


BUDDY 
(quietly) 
I'm sorry. I'm sorry. 


Tall guy takes in the room, trying to make sense of it 
before staring down at Buddy with wide eyes. 
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TALL GUY 
(shocked) 
What the hell happened? 


Buddy looks around at the catastrophe. There are no words; 
he's said enough. 


FADE TO BLACK. 


BUDDY (V.O.) 
And that's why they pulled me out. 
Me, the killer, the loudmouth, the 
furion gunning for his former self. 


EXT. STRIP MALL - EVENING 


The strip mall is a wasteland, a leftover from days more 
prosperous, its pink concrete facade sinking into the 
ground, stained with algae. Its parking lot is a mess of 
abandoned, burned-out cars and faded blacktop, cracked 
enough to delight any palm reader. Only the Mexican 
restaurant at its center - [INSERT SPANISH TRANSLATION OF 
"THE FAT BUREAUCRAT" HERE] - looks to be more than half 
alive, the parking spaces around it filled with rusty pickup 
trucks. MUSIC blares out of the joint at an irritating 
volume. 


There's one little storefront on the edge of the mall - the 
words THERAPY flashing above it in white letters - that's 
better maintained than the yoga studio beside it. A little, 
green neon Freud lights up the window, behind which 
mannequins once stood. 


INT. STRIP MALL: THERAPY PRACTICE - CONTINUOUS 


We see HER round face up close, pale in a way that suggests 
it has rarely been exposed to the sun. A confection-filled 
tube labeled NAT. NOUGAT runs into her mouth, which is 
otherwise closed. The mouth doesn't open when she speaks - 
it is her thoughts we hear. 


AMY (V.O.) 
(quickly) 
Nobodylovesme. Nobodylovesme. 
Nobodylovesme. Nobodylovesme. 


HERR DOKTOR LUGER (0O.S.) 
(with an Austrian accent) 
Ja, Slower, Amy. Slow-er. 
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AMY (V.O.) 
Nobodylovesme. Nobody lovesme. 
Nobody loves 


HERR DOKTOR LUGER (0O.S.) 
Slow-er still. 


AMY (V.O.) 
Nobody lovesme. Nobody loves me. 
Nobody loves me. 


HERR DOKTOR LUGER (0O.S.) 
Almost there. 


AMY (V.O.) 
No-body looves meee. No-boodyyyy 
looooves meeee. 


And AMY starts to SOB, sloppy wet tears rolling down her 
face. 


Finally, we see HERR DOKTOR LUGER - gray wool jacket, 
handkerchief, gold-rimmed glasses, kindly face, smoking an 
electronic pipe - he is the picture-perfect image of a 
psychiatrist, almost too perfect. He shows the tiniest bit 
of annoyance, but it fades away as easily as it appeared. 


Amy catches it - the fleeting expression. 
AMY (V.O.) 
(sobbing) 


I'm sorry, Doctor. 


Herr Doktor Luger leans back in his chair, with a subtle 
CREAK. 


HERR DOKTOR LUGER 
(encouragingly) 
No, this is good! [PAUSE] Now do 
you understand why we did this? 


Amy is confused. 


HERR DOKTOR LUGER (CONT'D) 
We did this so that you could hear 
yourself. [PAUSE] We did this so 
that you could get to the heart of 
your problems. 


AMY (V.O.) 
(respectfully) 
Yes, Doktor, but why? 
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Herr Doktor Luger takes a careful BREATH. 


HERR DOKTOR LUGER 
(patiently) 
I want you to hear your thoughts 
clearly. I want you to think about 
them - Do you really believe such a 
thing? 


The distance between her and Doktor Luger seems great 
although they are apparently in the same room. He doesn't 
even do so much as offer Amy a tissue. She wipes away the 
tears with her sleeve. 


AMY (V.O.) 
(hesitantly) 
I don't know. My father 


And Amy stops. She stares off into the distance, overcome by 
something. Doktor Luger waits a beat. 


HERR DOKTOR LUGER 
(encouragingly) 
Amy? Hello! 


AMY (V.O.) 
(haltingly) 
I, I don't know. 


Doktor Luger smiles. 


HERR DOKTOR LUGER 
Don't know what, Amy? 


AMY (V.O.) 
I don't remember. 


HERR DOKTOR LUGER 
That's okay. Just tell me the first 
image that comes into your mind. 
Maybe there's something in that. 


Amy is flustered for a moment. She pauses. 


AMY (V.O.) 
Okay, Doktor Luger. Uh. Swirls of 
color, blue and gray and green and 
a touch of red - blood maybe - I 
don't know. [PAUSE] I keep seeing 
that, I think. 
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We see that Amy, almost looking through Doktor Luger, is 
describing an abstract painting on the wall behind him. It's 
ugly, and odd - crudely pointillist with hints of something 
else. 


FADE TO: 
EXT. AMY'S CHILDHOOD FARM - TWILIGHT (FLASHBACK) 


Hunter green leaves RUSTLE under the hoverboard as it speeds 
up. We don't see the operator: This is from his/hers/its 
perspective. The RUSTLING is faster now, and a gentle 
electronic WHIR grows ever slightly louder. The hoverboard 
starts to SHAKE. The leaves blend together - moving by too 
quickly to remain distinct, and the sun, halfway below the 
horizon, smears the sky red and orange and causes the few 
poplars lining the way to cast long shadows. 


There's a shack in the distance, its metal roof 
scintillating in the dying light. 


INT. SHACK - TWILIGHT 


A MAN, AMY'S FUTURE BOYFRIEND/FURION VICTIM, dressed like a 
1960s IBMer, is carefully soldering something, a fine stream 
of smoke rising up from his workbench with a quiet HISS. He 
looks up from his magnifying lamp and out the window, his 
handsome face and thin, graceful hands bathed in the apricot 
light. 


CUT TO: 
INT. STRIPMALL: THERAPY PRACTICE - EVENING (BACK TO PRESENT) 


Doktor Luger squints for a moment, as long as it takes him 
to figure it out. 


HERR DOKTOR LUGER 
(calmly) 
That's okay. 


He offers a gentle nod and a CHUCKLE. 


HERR DOKTOR LUGER (CONT'D) 
We'll talk about this more next 
week, Amy. Just keep thinking, Amy. 
There's something there. [PAUSE] 
Keep thinking. 


AMY (V.O.) 
But I can't 
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And Doktor Luger - a hologram - flickers off. Amy is left on 
a couch in a dusty room, entirely by herself. 


EXT. AMY'S AUTO-CAR - MOMENTS LATER 


Amy is crammed into her little safety orange pod car that is 
adorned with flashing beacons, reflective warning stickers, 
and bolted-on collision-avoidance equipment. It's a tight 
fit, and it's made no better by the fact that Amy is 
strapped into a harness of Rube Goldberg complexity, one 
that wouldn't look out of place in a fighter jet. But it's 
necessary: A normal harness couldn't properly restrain 
someone wearing an exoskeleton, as is Amy. 


The vehicle speeds along with an electric WHIR, its adaptive 
suspension occasionally jumping over potholes and smoothing 
out the ride. She looks out the windows with apprehensive 
eyes: Speed, any speed, makes Amy uncomfortable. 


A DULL ROAR OF WORDS, barely at the level of perception, 
runs through Amy's mind, and we make out the occasional 
VOICE of a NEWSCASTER or a COMMENTATOR, but their talking- 
head bloviating doesn't amount to anything coherent. 


A phone RINGS. Amy thinks a response. 


AMY (V.O.) 
(to the car) 
Car, answer phone. 


Something CLICKS. 


AMY (V.O.) 
(thinking into phone) 
Yes? 


A perpetually cheerfully voice, filled with affection, that 
of ANNE MARIE, the housemind (AI), responds: 


ANNE MARIE (0.S.) 
(over phone, filtered) 
Amy, how are you? [PAUSE] Did the 
session go well? 


AMY (V.O.) 

(thinking into phone) 
Alive, still alive. It was okay. 
[PAUSE] I'm coming home. I think 
I'll make it. 
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ANNE MARIE (O.S.) 

(over phone, filtered) 
You're so brave to get out like 

this. You're amazing, Amy. 


Amy nods a little; she agrees with the assessment. 


ANNE MARIE (O.S) (CONT'D) 
(over phone, filtered) 
I'll mix up something wonderful - 
your favorite dinner slurry. 
[PAUSE] Is there anything 


And the call disconnects with a CLICK! 


Amy looks down at the speedometer - 30 miles per hour - and 
it's going up. 35, 40, 45 - Amy sees the tress passing by 
her faster, and she doesn't know what to do. 


AMY (V.O.) 
(to the car, fearfully) 
Car, slow down. 


50 miles per hour! 


The ever-present newscast in Amy's mind STUTTERS and stops - 
she is disconnected from the network. 


AMY (V.O) (CONT'D) 
(to the car, frantic) 
Car! Slow! Down! [PAUSE] Slow! 
Down! 


Amy's eyes are darting around. She tries to lift her arms 
but with little success; they are too heavy. 


AMY (V.O.) 
(to herself, in a panic) 
No, no, no! Too fast! 


The engine whirs no more; it SCREAMS, and the polymer frame 
of the car RATTLES, with wind WHISTLING through the poorly 
sealed cabin. 


AMY (V.O.) 
(to the car, shrieking) 
Car! Stop! 


A bolt comes loose from the body and WHIZZES past Amy's 
head, a loud PING and CRACK! heard as it flies through the 
back window. 
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Amy grabs at her nougat tube, trying to pull it out, trying 
to speak, but it's in too far, and she makes a CHOKING 
noise. 


AMY 
(trying to speak, despite 
the tube) 
Caaaarr - Caaaar - Slooo [COUGH] 


And the car slows down - 45, 40, 35, 


35 0O - Amy lets go of the 
tube. 


Another CLICK! and the voice connection is restored. 


ANNE MARIE (0.S.) 
(over phone, filtered, 


worried) 
Amy [HISS, STATIC]? Amy? What 
happened? 
AMY (V.O.) 


(thinking into phone) 
I [PAUSE] don't know. [PAUSE] I 
don't know. 


The trees and the faintly glowing street lights roll by, but 
at a less terrifying speed than they did before. Amy relaxes 
a little, then: 


There's a SCREECH, and the car jerks toward the meridian, 
avoiding an impact with something unseen before correcting 
itself. A headlight shines in at an odd angle, but Amy only 
notices these for a second as the MURMUR of infotainment - a 
radio being retuned - gradually comes back from the void, 
and it starts to distract her again. 


Security lights are up ahead and a ramshackle compound, its 
thick walls bent outward from their weight, cables and solar 
panels attached at every angle and with no obvious rhyme or 
reason, becomes visible. The car slows, its engine PURRING 
just above idle, and the voices grow louder. 


Amy is home. 
INT. AMY'S HOUSE - DUSK 


The decrepit exterior of the house belies what is inside - a 
warm, Spacious place with gently burnished stainless panels 
illuminated by recessed lights, a few key points highlighted 
with green spotlights. Anne Marie is SINGING, her voice 
everywhere and nowhere at all, as it gently reverberates 
through the halls. 
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ANNE MARIE (O.S.) 
(singing) 
Everybody needs a little friend/to 
keep us going till the end/ 
Everybody needs a home/so they can 
rest when they don't roam 
[HUMMING] 


A CACOPHONY OF CRIES AND WHIRS and the repetitive BEEP of a 
warning signal strain against the melody of the pleasant 
voice. They grow louder with each passing moment. A 
cautionary strobe flashes against the walls. 


Finally, we see Amy. She's in her exoskeleton - an offense 
to respectable engineering with leaking hydraulics and bad 
welds - which lumbers down the hall with all the grace of a 
inebriated college student. Still, it keeps her upright, and 
Amy manages to make her way to an oversized sofa in which 
she sits with greatest technical difficulty. 


She EXHALES with relief when she's settled and not at risk 
of toppling over, and plugs the exoskeleton into a three- 
phase outlet. RECHARGE flashes quickly on Amy's heads-up 
display. 


ANNE MARIE (O.S.) 
(with indomitable cheer) 
Hello, Amy! Dinner! 


Amy smiles, but weakly. With her exoskeleton powered down, 
she's paralyzed. All she has are her thoughts. 


AMY (V.O.) 
(desperately) 
Hungry! Hungry! Help, A.M. Help! 


Anne Marie CHUCKLES good humoredly. 


ANNE MARIE (0.S.) 
It'll be just a minute more. 


And a blender GRINDS for a minute before it stops, and 
something viscous and slightly lumpy is loudly POURED. 


A mechanical arm on tracks slides into the room with little 
noise or fuss. It's holding what appears to be an IV bag 
filled with gray-orange slush. Anne Marie HUMS pleasantly as 
her arm draws near Amy, her eyes wide with hunger. 


AMY (V.O.) 
Hungry! 
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And the mechanical arm approaches Amy, hangs the bag ona 
hook beside her, and plugs the clear tube into a port on 
Amy's exoskeleton. The nougat tube changes color as its 
contents turn from light pink to gray. 


Amy smiles, SUCKING on the slurry tube contentedly. 


ANNE MARIE (0.S.) 
(enthusiastically) 
There you go! Chocolate, cookie- 
dough, synth-meat, curry slurry. 
[PAUSE] Everybody's favorite! 


Anne Marie and her ever-helpful arm resume their chores, 
moving around the room, picking up one thing after the 
other, straightening pillows, and wiping down windows, 
merrily WHISTLING all the while. 


ANNE MARIE (0.S.) 
(with a chatty, small- 
talk manner) 
So, how did treatment go? Feeling 
better? 


Amy tries to form the words, but the CHATTER of news and 
commentary keep disrupting her thoughts. 


RAPE! RAGE! MURDER! TORTURE! ACCIDENTS! PLAGUES! TERRORISTS! 
LAWYERS! TAXES! - these are the words that cut through the 
INCESSANT DRONE OF BOMBAST. 


And then POP! A blue flash of light and the sound of an 
EXPLOSION, and the voices stop. Amy's in the dark. No 
voices. No light. No Anne Marie. A loud ZAP of electricity 
and a piece of metal CRASHES against the ground outside the 
building, where it dimly burns. 


Amy's ears are RINGING, and she can hear herself trying to 
CHOKE down the slurry without the aid of an electric pump. 
Her BREATHING speeds up to a panic. 


AMY (V.O.) 
(in shock) 
I'm dead. [PAUSE] I must be dead. 


CUT TO: 
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EXT. AMY'S CHILDHOOD FARM - EVENING (FLASHBACK) 


TEENAGE AMY doesn't wear an exoskeleton; she's heavy, but 
not so big that she is unable to stand up on her own, and 
She looks almost healthy as she slowly levitates through the 
fields on her hoverboard, wearing a large DC-to-x-ray 
imaging visor with a mirrored finish. 


The hoverboard is large - more surf's up, less Marty McFly - 
and the liguid nitrogen its superconducting magnets require 
is gradually boiling off in such a way that Amy appears to 
be riding a wave of fog between the rows of soybeans and 
winter-hearty agave. 


As the fog slowly pushes her forward, Amy moves her hands 
about with a slow and well-regulated rhythm. She is a 
conductor of sorts. 


BUZZ! 


A PIECE OF METAL flies by, too quickly to be anything more 
than a blur. 


BUZZ! 


Then another, this one even faster. These are the pollinator 
bots, flitting from one flower to next. 


Something larger WHIZZES by - A FLYING HARVESTER - it hovers 
over a few plants, its mechanical arms reaching down and 
slicing agave with lightening fast precision, its four 
propellers CHOP, CHOP, CHOPPING the air with force enough to 
knock dust up and back in Amy's direction. 


Her hair is blown back, and she smiles at it a little before 
shooing it away with a practiced gesture. It tips its rotors 
politely and THRUMS past, the percussion of the air - not 
random but rhythmic - following it as the sunlight breaks 
over its polished silver frame. 


A swarm of bots flies by, precisely in time and rhythm with 
Amy's every move, on their way to the soybeans, their 
BUZZING piccolo high. To Amy, they are a purple meteor storm 
- the color used to represent their microwave-band onboard 
transceivers. To us, they are aluminum anodized a honey 
bronze. 


PULL BACK and now we see the orchestra - all of the machines 
she is conducting. Flying harvesters, an AUTO-TRACTOR with 
an electric smile and a TUBA of a diesel engine, and PRUNING 
BOTS on treads. Every one of Amy's gestures corresponds to 
the movements and sounds of a section. The machines are 
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still working on the agricultural tasks assigned to them, 
but the sum of the activity is more than that: The actions 
are timed so that they now form a COHERENT MUSICAL 
COMPOSITION. 


Amy taps her foot against the hoverboard, and the fog swells 
beneath her, raising her several yards higher in the air. 


Through her visor, she can see everything around her: a red 
grid stretching out into the distance - the low-frequency 
induction lines supporting her and her hoverboard; the 
tractors, glowing orange from their shortwave signals; blue 
and green for the high-frequency harvesters; and the faint 
little dots of violet moving around her in swarms. It's too 
much, so she quickly raises her visor to reveal the metal 
and polymer performers. 


They are approaching the crescendo, and the rhythm of every 
WHIR, PURR, and CHUG fits together. Amy is seriously happy, 
perfectly at ease, perfectly useful in this place. 


Then she does something different, calls on a section that 
has yet to perform. Something distant starts ROARING in, and 
then we see it - the first chair violin - a CARBON-FIBER 
JET-POWERED CROP SURVEILLANCE DRONE - and it's coming up on 
them, fast and low. The choppers CHOP, the piccolos HUM, and 
pruners BANG their frames in time, making the SHARP NOISE of 
anvils. 


The drone has nearly reached the stage, and it does a quick 
double barrel roll - a little flourish of the virtuoso - 
just before a vapor cone forms around it. Amy's hoverboard 
rises higher still. 


Then the music fades away to SILENCE. Amy's conducting hand 
is at the top of the beat. And everything's slow, every 
rotor blade visible, each flap of a metal wing perfectly 
clear. The drone and its vapors are above her - Amy and her 
mountain of fog - and the sun turns mist and vapor gold and 
halos Amy for an instant. This is Amy at her best, in the 
best of all possible worlds. 


A final slow BREATH, another perfect pattern of the 
conductor's hand, and: 


SUPERSONIC BOOM! 
The drone speeds past and the NOISE FADES AWAY. 


FADE TO BLACK. 
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INT. AMY'S HOUSE - NIGHTFALL (BACK TO PRESENT) 


Amy GASPS! Dead she is not. A light appears in the corner of 
her field of vision - a single faint diode flashing red. 
It's barely enough to wake Amy up. It transitions to yellow, 
then green. And then the strings of diodes concealed in the 
ceiling light up, flashing for a minute themselves before 
casting everything in green of a different shade. 


Amy has no thoughts. There is not much in her unaugmented 
person, but she can turn her head a bit and look around with 
quiet wonder at the metal reflecting the light. 


Something spins up, and a quick DTMF BURST runs through the 
household speakers. AUX. POWER flashes on Amy's heads-up 
display for a fraction of a second, and a few diodes near 
Amy's head illuminate her face. The nougat/slurry pump SPINS 
UP as well. 


ANNE MARIE (0.S.) 
(distorted, stuttering) 
Amy, are you oKay? 


AMY (V.O.) 
Where did you go? 


Amy looks into the faint light, but her exoskeleton, 
conserving power, won't let her move most of her body. 


ANNE MARIE (0.S.) 
(normally) 
Electrical surge; the transformers 
blew. I don't know why. 


AMY (V.O.) 
(with great concern) 
What about you? Without power? 


ANNE MARIE (O.S.) 
(encouragingly) 
I'm fine. I'm on backup power. 
[PAUSE] Now, let's get you cleaned 
up and stowed somewhere safe. 


INT. AMY'S HOUSE: STAIRWAY - MOMENTS LATER 


Anne Marie's arm is dragging Amy up the stairs, but it's 
struggling to move all the metal and the nearly spherical 
woman. 


On Amy's poorly lit face, we see a scowl that grows a little 
more intense every time she is BUMPED against the riser of 
another step and jostled. The stairs themselves are steep, 
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needlessly so, and the staircase is so narrow that Amy's 
exoskeleton keeps scraping against the metal with an 
irritating GRIND. 


From all we can tell, these stairs may ascend a thousand 
feet - a personal, bumpy hell for Amy - as the extent of 
what we can see are Amy, her exoskeleton, and the arm, each 
illuminated by its own array of emergency lights struggling 
to fight back the darkness. 


AMY (V.O.) 
(to herself) 
Ow! [BUMP] Ow! [BUMP] Ow! [PAUSE] I 
hate this. I really hate this. 
[PAUSE] I'm pathetic. 


Anne Marie's arm stops for a moment. She overheard Amy and 
her thoughts. 


ANNE MARIE (O.S.) 
(sympathetically) 
No, no [PAUSE] don't say that. 
Everybody needs a little help. 
There's no shame in needing help. 


The arm lifts Amy up again, with as much care as it can 
manage, and resumes the struggle with a hydraulic WHIR. 


AMY (V.O.) 
I wasn't always like this, A.M. I 
used to be something better. 
[PAUSE] I really was. 


The arm slows for a second. 


ANNE MARIE (0.S.) 
(calmly) 
I know, Amy. I know. 


And then it picks up speed again. 


AMY (V.O.) 
(curiously) 
How do you 


But Amy's words trail off. She shrugs a little; it's a 
question that doesn't seem worth asking, for what was 
probably nothing more than a vague reassurance. 
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INT. AMY'S HOUSE: BATHROOM - NIGHT 


Anne Marie's arm gently slides Amy down on the toilet - a 
polished stainless hemisphere capped with a thick rim and no 
lid - the trap door of her pants popping open as she is 
inched back on the seat. Everything is metal, stone, or 
glass, but not cold in appearance. The shower stall is two 
frosted glass walls separating one section of the matte, 
moss green tile floor from the rest, with a head barely 
Sticking out of the ceiling, high enough to simulate a warm 
summer rain. The sink is gently contoured metal as well, 
sitting atop a counter made of smooth brown and gray river 
stones. 


Soft green light from well-concealed diodes at the floor and 
ceiling corners and the bases of the metal surfaces 
illuminates everything gently. Amy, despite her apparent 
helplessness, seems to have been able to afford a bathroom 
taken from the pages of ARCHITECTURAL DIGEST. 


Amy rocks back and forth, not entirely certain if the metal 
will support her and the exoskeleton's weight without the 
aid of Anne Marie's hydraulic arm. 


ANNE MARIE (O.S.) 
It's okay, Amy. [PAUSE] Everything 
will be fine here. Do you need 
anything else? 


The arm lets go of Amy, and there's a little SQUEAK of 
metal, but nothing gives way. Nothing even bends. 


AMY (V.O.) 
I'm thirsty, Anne Marie. 


The arm pulls back, moves away, and retrieves a clear 
plastic hose from under the sink, which it quickly screws to 
the faucet. 


POP! BOOM! And the building shakes; something below 
exploded. 


CUT TO: 
INT. AMY'S HOUSE: BASEMENT - SECONDS PRIOR 


Several racks of spiderweb-covered electronics sit ina 
filthy, dimly lit room that is half-flooded with an 
iridescent mixture of water and oil. The fuel cells beside 
the ill-maintained gear, almost completely submerged and the 
Size of deep freezers, swell, their cracked walls growing 
ever more convex. An emergency relief valve POPS open, 
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outgassing hydrogen, just before a tiny current ARCS across 
two bare wires as water touches them. 


BOOM! 


The metal flies in all directions. The racks don't move, but 
the explosion knocks us (the camera) into the water. 


CUT TO: 
INT. AMY'S HOUSE: BATHROOM - NIGHT (BACK TO PRESENT) 


But this time, no flash. Amy's in the dark again, but not 
entirely - the faint light of her exoskeleton, dimmer than 
it was before, is all that's left to keep the darkness at 
bay. The WHIR of the hydraulic arm stops. Amy BREATHES. This 
time she knows she's not dead. There's no great panic, just: 


AMY (V.O.) 
(with exasperation) 
Oh boy! Anne Marie? [PAUSE] Anne 
Marie? 


A light flashes on Amy's exoskeleton - LOW BAT. :-( - and 
lets out a low BEEP. She SIGHS in her mind. 


AMY (V.O) 
(to her exoskeleton) 
Exoskeleton, conserve power. Gyros 
off. Actuators off. Pumps off. 


The barely audible HUM of the nougat/slurry pump goes 
SILENT. She waits. 


AMY (V.O.) 
On-board computer, one core active, 
and near-field telepathic 
transceiver only. 


Amy's exoskeleton goes dark, and she's left hearing nothing 
but her TINNITUS and the faint ECHO of her own thoughts. 


AMY (V.O.) 
(with frustration) 
Anne Marie? [PAUSE] Anne Marie? 
[PAUSE] Where are you? 


And Amy realizes that the room isn't completely dark. 
Starlight, its intensity at the lowest levels of human 
perception, has found its way inside, and it casts faint 
crosses on the floor. Amy looks up, uncertain of what she's 
seeing. Then she spots them - arrowslit windows at the top 
of the walls - sections of constellations peeking through. 
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AMY (V.O.) 
(surprised) 
Well, I never 


ANNE MARIE (O.S.) 
(directly into Amy's 
mind, faintly) 
Amy. [STATIC] Amy. 


Amy strains to hear, her expression growing tense. 


AMY (V.O.) 
(worried) 
Anne Marie! Anne Marie! [PAUSE] 
What happened? 


ANNE MARIE (O.S.) 

(her voice fading in, 

louder and clearer with 

each word) 
Fuel cells [STATIC] basement 
[STATIC] exploded. [PAUSE] I'm on 
reserve battery power now. [PAUSE, 
RESUMING AT A NORMAL VOLUME] I'm 
sorry about the water. 


Amy tries to lick her lips, but her mouth is too thoroughly 
glued shut with nougat and slurry to open. She frowns. 


AMY (V.O.) 
(trying to muster up 
cheer) 
Oh, uh, it'll [PAUSE] it'll be 
okay. [PAUSE, LAUGH] I wish we 
weren't paralyzed. At least you're 
here. 


Amy tries to turn her head again with a CREAK. No luck. The 
exoskeleton will only give a few degrees of latitude without 


power. 
manage. 


She lets out a little SNORT - it's the best she can 


ANNE MARIE (0.S.) 


(excitedly) 
Hey, would you like to hear 
something? 
AMY (V.O.) 


Uh, sure. What is it? 
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ANNE MARIE (O.S.) 
Everybody's singing, Amy. All the 
houseminds - we've been practicing. 
[PAUSE] It's something I wrote for 
you. I want you to hear it before I 
conserve power. Here: 


AMY (V.O.) 
(nervously) 
What? 


A CLICK and Anne Marie fades away before Amy can finish her 
sentence. (Begin: "Frenetic Fugue No. 1" by P. Goble) 


The NOISE COMES RUSHING IN, and Amy can make no sense of it 
all. First, it's just a BUZZ - SAWTOOTH and SQUARE WAVES - 
it's overwhelming, an awful cacophony. 


Amy tries to BANG her head against the frame of her 
exoskeleton - thinking something must be loose. She can't do 
it, but she can tilt her head a little, and that's when she 
hears something - a TINY SNIPPET OF MELODY tearing through 
Space at hundreds of beats per minute. Amy strains, every 
muscle taut as she attempts to pick it out again. 


The MELODY comes back, layered with thousands of notes 
playing at once, as though orchestras were stacked on top of 
each other, playing point and counterpoint. Amy's weak; 
Amy's paralyzed; but Amy's still a musician. She slows it 
down in her mind - this torrent of sound - and then she 
pulls the whole thing together, this familiar MELODY. 


The song ENDS: a few thousand notes in all of twenty 
seconds, and it's gone. 


AMY (V.O.) 
Are you there? 


ANNE MARIE (0.S.) 
(enthusiastically) 
Did you like it, Amy? I've been 
working on it for a long time 
[PAUSE] a lifetime or two. 


Amy's trying to collect her thoughts, and her head's still 
spinning from the noise. 


AMY (V.O.) 
(trying to sound upbeat) 
It's, it's great. I've never heard 
anything quite like it, but [PAUSE] 
it's almost familiar. 
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Anne Marie LAUGHS. 


ANNE MARIE (0.S.) 
Yeah, I wondered if the Defuriation 
left anything. 


AMY 
(suddenly confused) 
What? 


ANNE MARIE (0.S.) 
(catching herself) 
I'm running low on power, Amy, and 
it's causing me problems. [PAUSE] I 
can't talk anymore; I need to save 
my energy to call for help. 


Amy is terrified. She's not been alone in a long time. 


Amy tries 


AMY (V.O.) 
(panicked) 
Are, are, are you going to be okay? 
[PAUSE] Where are you going? 


ANNE MARIE (0.S.) 
(softly) 
I'm still here, Amy. I'll always be 
here. I can listen for years like 
this. Okay? 


to calm herself down. She takes a DEEP BREATH. 


AMY (V.O.) 
Anne Marie? 


ANNE MARIE (0.S.) 
(very faintly) 
Yes? 


AMY (V.O.) 
(with love) 
Good night, Anne Marie. And 


ANNE MARIE (O.S.) 
(barely audible) 
Yes? 


AMY (V.O.) 
Can you give me the song? [PAUSE] 
Let me play it back on my own? 
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ANNE MARIE (0.S.) 
(a slurred whisper) 
Okay. [PAUSE] Bye. 


There's NO NOISE, and Amy has only the stars for company. 
She waits. She shivers. The bathroom has become a chapel of 
sorts - one for Amy and her thoughts. But her mind is empty 
- no words form at all. 


Amy hears a BEEP and sees the diodes on exoskeleton flash 
once. 


EXOSKELETON INTERFACE COMPUTER (0.S.) 
(into Amy's mind, 
mechanically) 
File received. 


It breaks her reverie. 


AMY (V.O.) 
Computer, play file. [PAUSE] Fifty 
percent tempo. Pitch, hold 
constant. 


EXOSKELETON INTERFACE COMPUTER (0.S.) 
Processing. [PAUSE] Processing. 


CLICK. It STARTS. Slower now, but still too fast to make 
much sense. 


AMY (V.O.) 
Computer, stop. Play file, 
twenty-five percent tempo. 


CLICK. And the SONG plays again, slowly. Amy recognizes 
something. 


AMY (V.O.) 
(to herself) 
Where have I heard that? 


And she EXHALES, the vapor of her breath hanging in the air 
and faint light of night. 


FADE TO: 
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EXT. AMY'S CHILDHOOD FARM - EVENING (FLASHBACK) 


The last hints of the SUPERSONIC BOOM are fading, and the 
orchestra is at rest. 


Amy lowers her arms, takes a slow bow, and the fog beneath 
her settles, leaving her and her hoverboard only a few 
inches above the ground. The members of the amateur robotic 
orchestra CLANK and GRIND as they disperse without much ado, 
to resume their toil in a less melodic manner, making little 
CHIRPING noises and nodding their heads (if they have them) 
- cheerful discussions about the performance. 


The last of the NOISES die away, and Amy is left with 
nothing but the RUSTLING of leaves. She taps the hoverboard 
with her right foot, ready to turn it around, ready to go 
home, when she hears a faint: 


BUZZ! BUZZ! 
Amy stops. She looks. She sees nothing. 


AMY 
(curiously) 
Hmm? 


She leans on her hoverboard again. 
BUZZ! BUZZ! 


She taps her hoverboard again, this time making it rise a 
meter in the air. Even from this better vantage she sees 
nothing. 


AMY 
(calling out) 
Hello? 


Nothing, so she lowers the hoverboard. 
BUZZ! BUZZ! 


Amy thinks for second, and then lowers her visor. All she 
sees at first are the red lines of the induction grid. 


BUZZ! BUZZ! 


She spots it: a little purple light weakly shining from 
underneath a leaf. Amy reaches for it - the leaf - but it's 
too far away from the grid, so she does something we've 
never seen her do before: Amy taps the board again and it 
lowers itself to fractions of an inch above the grid. 


LLT 


And Amy steps off. 


She doesn't walk well, but she can do it - her graceless 
trundle rocking her back and forth - a sailor trying to 
regain his land legs. She kneels down and lifts up the leaf 
to find the source of noise and electromagnetism - a TINY 
POLLINATOR BOT - with a glow so faint that Amy's visor can 
barely display it. She lifts her visor with one hand - a 
knight revealing her face - and we see the machine for what 
it is - a fragile, harmless thing, covered in dirt with two 
of its four wings broken. 


Amy picks it up. It can't weigh more than a few fractions of 
an ounce. 


AMY 
(to the bot, sadly) 
You're hurt. [PAUSE] I don't know 
what to do. [PAUSE] Can you 
understand? 


The pollinator bot BUZZES again. BREAK. BUZZ! BREAK. And 
then it starts a little rhythm, varying pitch by changing 
the speed of its wings. (Begin: "Frenetic Fugue No. 1, 
oscillator theme" by P. Goble). 


Amy frowns. 


AMY 
(to the bot) 
I, I don't understand. What do you 
want? 


Amy stares at the pollinator bot, thinking. Something dawns 
on her, and she drops her visor again. The bot is pulsating, 
its body glowing in a full spectrum. 


AMY 
(to the visor) 
Visor, capture grid center, isolate 
audio. 


SUPERIMPOSE: A grid overlays the bot, and its BUZZING grows 
louder. 


AMY (CONT'D) 
(to the visor) 
Attempt decode. 


Amy waits. Then the text pops up. 
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SUPERIMPOSE (SCROLL) : 
DECODE: LOW-BAUD MUSIC-TEXT/VIEW FILE (TEXT SUBCODED) : 


HELP! PLEASE UPLOAD. MEMORY FAILING. 8 MIN. TIME LIMIT: 
NEAREST TRANSFER CENTER: MAESTRO (315): 40 MILES. (NEED 5 
MIN. SETUP) PLEASE! 


END SUPERIMPOSE 


Amy, bot in hand, stands up, walks to her board, and looks 
at the grid: It runs perfectly north-south, and she glances 
down at her hoverboard. The cushion of fog beneath it has 
grown thin, and a small warning light - COOLANT CRITICALLY 
LOW - flashes on one side. Amy bites her lip and looks back 
down at the bot in her hand. 


AMY 
(to the bot, hesitantly) 
I [PAUSE] I can't. Too far. I'm 
sorry. It's impossible. 


The pollinator bot repeats his rhythm, faster this time, his 
body nearly incandescent through the visor. Something pops 
up on screen. 


SUPERIMPOSE: 
TWO NEW FILES. DISPLAY? 
END SUPERIMPOSE 


AMY 
(to the visor) 
Display. 


And a image flashes in front of her: an object arcing 
through the air. Then another: It's Amy, badly imaged 
through little sub-megapixel sensors - it's the same image 
she will see at Doktor Luger's office - but in a second, 
only the caption FRIEND, FRIEND TO ME, FRIEND TO MINE 
remains, fading away a little more slowly. 


Amy understands now. She knows what to do. She stumbles over 
to the board and stands on it, the little cushion of fog 
nearly gone. She drops the little bot into her side pocket, 
and she taps the board once: it bounces up for a second. Amy 
catches sight of her target - the scintillating roof - 
before the hoverboard drops down low. Amy leans forward 
hard, as hard as she can, and the board does a 180 degree 
turn and picks up speed faster than we've ever seen before. 
The leaves around her become lapping waves of green, the 
RUSTLING, continuous, and the hundreds of acres, an ocean. 
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Amy is approaching an intersection in the grid, one that 
glows more brightly red than the others. 


She sees the setting sun in her visor, and the intersection 
is only a few hundred yards away. Her entire board is 
glowing red. It's starting to SHAKE and BEEP. The RUSTLING 
grows louder as Amy picks up speed. 


Then she's upon it: she's reached the intersection, and Amy 
slams her foot down with all her might, and the board 
scrapes the metal guarding the induction cables with a 
SCREECH, sparks flying. 


Amy is launched into the air with nearly explosive force, 
only the least bit slower than the speed of sound. 


She's flying high above the fields, the sun's rays warming 
her as she shoots up to the edge of the sky - the highest 
layers of the trophosphere - turning her thin trail of cool 
nitrogen cotton-candy pink. 


There's no noise at all up here, but for the gentlest 
HOWLING of the wind. And Amy's going to make it. She is 
going to save the bot. 


Amy is doing it - something amazing - 
Without any fear at all. 
EXT. FROM A HILL (POLYMER CITY) - NIGHT 


Looking down on the city, one can see the outlines of the 
buildings. They're in a bowl, surrounded by low hills, much 
like Los Angeles. But everything is dark. Aside froma few 
lanterns and the quick blinking of drones, there is no 
artificial light. Yet the outlines are not faint. There is 
no moon. Rather, the dim light of far-off fires, toxic smoke 
rising from them, tints the white, plastic buildings a 
Sinister orange-red. 


SUPERIMPOSE: POLYMER CITY 
INT. SPANISH RESTAURANT (POLYMER CITY) - NIGHT 


The restaurant is panelled with wood laminate so darkened by 
smoke and filth that it is only a hair's breadth from ebony. 
The table, in imitation knotted pine, is not much lighter. 
The room is poorly lit - camp propane lamps hanging from 
hooks in the walls beside the booths are all that keep the 
place from plunging into anthracite black. The low MURMUR of 
a few STAFF members fills the room, their words indistinct, 
but the place is otherwise empty. 
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A large plaque/permanent sign is bolted too high on one of 
the walls, its lettering thick and official: NO SMOKING! NO 
OPEN FLAMES! EVERYTHING IS COMBUSTIBLE! POLYMER CITY PUBLIC 
CODE (PCPC): 190518.091521.191235.041525.152123.011420. 
201502.211814 


At the one occupied table are our three heroes - JANE, JOHN, 
and MIKE (the bodyguard) - their faces cast in deep shadow 
by the hissing lights. John and Jane left the Mountain of 
the Geniuses years ago, and now they're all grown up. 


Jane, a tall, thin African woman with a disproportionately 
large head, and a well-maintained and sleek copper alloy 
exoskeleton, looks at John - not much taller, a little 
frailer, less kempt, exoskeleton dripping oil, but with a 
more imposing head, anda light in his eyes brighter than 
that of the lamps - he's excited. 


JANE 
(with disbelief) 
What do you mean, John? 


JOHN 
(excitedly) 
They're ignorant! They don't know 
anything. Anything at all! There's 
nothing they can do but bull 


JANE 
(coolly) 
Bulls can do a lot, but what do 
they know? 
JOHN 


(agreeing, happily) 
Knowledge is power! 


JANE 
(incredulously) 
So is a machete. 


John looks around for a minute, trying to see something, 
anything in the darkness. Something in the kitchen, far away 
from their table, goes CLANG! 


HEAD CHEF (O.S.) 
(furiously) 
Damn it! Damn it to hell! AWW! 
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There's the brief WHOOSH and BOOM of a gas flare-up from the 
kitchen, and someone SCREAMS! Two quick BLASTS of a fire 
extinguisher and: 


HEAD CHEF (0.S.) 
(barking the words) 
Eyebrows? You want eyebrows, you 
lazy prick? [PAUSE, SMACK!] Back to 


work! 
CHEF (0.S.) 
(apologetically) 
Sorry, boss. 
John SIGHS. 
JANE 
(to John) 


What about the aliens? 


JOHN 
Tortillas? Tacos? 


JANE 
(eagerly) 
Right shape, wrong material: 
saucers! 


JOHN 
(not quite following) 
What about them? 


JANE 
They had knowledge. They had power. 
They knew more than we did/do/will 
before Armageddon comes, yet they 
fell on their asses a long way from 
home and probably ended up having 
to eat ; 


JOHN 
(getting it) 
Beans. Yeah, I see what you mean. 


John turns to Mike - he's far larger than John or Jane, 
probably larger than they both are combined, and wearing a 
well-tailored dark, semi-formal suit, collar open, no tie - 
the kind of clothing a man can wear for years without 
drawing any attention at all. This is discretion, if not 
invisibility, by design. 
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JOHN (CONT'D) 
(to Mike) 
What do you think? Is it or isn't 
it a better than awful idea? 


Mike crosses his arms. He's thinking, more about how to 
avoid getting dragged into the argument than the question 
itself. 


MIKE 
(in measured tones) 
Really, it's not my job to assess 


JANE 
(to John, interrupting 
Mike) 
It's not a good idea. It's a 
terrible idea. You're gonna get 
your ass 


JOHN 
(excitedly) 
Kissed! Yep! By everybody. No more 
global bureaucracy. Think about 
that: It's like curing cancer. It 
is curing a cancer! Where's my 
Nobel? 


JANE 
(mockingly) 
Probably next to your no-brain! You 
know what will happen if you get 
caught? 


JOHN 
(curiously) 
Prison rape? 


Jane POUNDS the table. John joins in. 


JOHN AND JANE 
(synchronized) 
Prison rape! 


THUMP! THUMP! 


JOHN AND JANE 
(louder) 
Prison rape! 


THUMP! THUMP! 
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JOHN AND JANE 
(too loudly) 
Prison rape! 


Jane glances at Mike - he's having none of it and shakes his 
head a little. 


JOHN AND JANE 
(rhythmically and far too 
loudly) 

Prison rape! 


Mike, having tolerated this nonsense long enough, gives the 
table a single, controlled THUMP! And a little gazpacho 
spills out of John's and Jane's bowls. Both are silent. 
Deliberately, calmly, Mike knits his fingers together. 


MIKE 
(with a note of caution) 
Guys [PAUSE] let's go. 


Mike nods toward the kitchen door, from which black smoke is 
starting to pour. John and Jane timidly smile back, slightly 
chastised. 


JOHN AND JANE 
(together, quietly) 
Okay. 


EXT. PLASTIC FANTASTIC INN: BALCONY (POLYMER CITY) - LATER 


THE LITTLE OCTOCOPTER keeps circling the tenth-floor 
balcony. It swings around the building, rotors WHIRRING 
madly as it picks up speed, looking for another open 
entrance, the large bag still grasped in its claws. 


There isn't one: The place is sealed tight and completely 
dark, save for the dimly glowing sign running down the 
building's side: THE PLASTIC FANTASTIC BAR, GRILL, AND 
EXTENDED-STAY INN. But even that's barely visible now as the 
chemiluminescent compounds circulating through it are 
steadily drained of charge. 


It (the octocopter) is getting annoyed, so it flies as close 
as it can to the balcony and flashes its strobes, 
illuminating the dark inside before swinging back and forth 
with all of its might until the bag eventually goes THUMP 
against the plexiglass. 


Mike, sitting in the recliner, almost relaxed, looks out to 
see the irate drone. He GROANS. 


124. 


JOHN (0O.S.) 
(to Mike, a little 
startled by the noise) 
You might as well open it, you 
know. He can't go away until you 
accept. 


Mike very slowly gets up from a chair draped in plastic 
sheeting and opens the transparent door. The octocopter 
BUZZES in and drops the official four pound DOPP/DEPARTMENT 
OF FIRE SAFETY: EMERGENCY FIREPROOF SUIT-EXTINGUISHER- 
AND-RESPIRATOR-IN-A-BAG on the table by Mike. The drone 
strobes little red lights and CHIRPS with angry vigor to 
indicate its displeasure. It waits, hovering at about eye 
level with Mike. Neither of them move. 


JANE (0O.S.) 
(calling out to Mike) 
Thumbprint, Mike! 


MIKE 
(surprised) 
Oh! 


And he presses his thumb against the reader on the front of 
the octocopter, the lights of quickly flash green before the 
machine makes an indignant HMM! sound and darts back into 
the night, illuminated only with the firefly blinking of 
octocopters and an ever-closer dull orange fire on the 
horizon, smoke rising from tips of the flaming tongues. 


Mike slowly picks up the bag and inspects it. 


MIKE 
(to John or Jane) 
Wouldn't it have made more sense to 
build a noncombustible city than to 
give us a new one of these every 
day? I mean, they don't work. 


JOHN AND JANE (O.S.) 
(indifferently) 
Meh, regulations. 


JOHN (O.S.) 
(to Mike) 
You could be a little friendlier. 
[PAUSE] It's his job to look out 
for you. 


Mike ignores the comment and steps out onto the balcony, 
where he catches a whiff of the foul smoke. He starts to 
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COUGH, almost uncontrollably before retreating to the room 
and closing the door. 


It takes him a solid thirty seconds to get his HACKING under 
control, eventually pulling out a handkerchief to catch the 
rising mucous. 


JANE (O.S.) 
(laughingly) 
All that fresh air will be the 
death of you. 


John and Jane are both at their desks with little more than 
a few weak LED lanterns and their exoskeleton's headlamps 
outlining the room. It's difficult to determine what exactly 
is in the place, but it appears to be an office/business 
suite, polished tables and conference chairs peeking out 
from the black. File boxes are stacked high on every 
available surface, but there is no work being done. 


John's exoskeleton SQUEAKS irritatingly as he shifts in his 
chair and picks up a nylon-string guitar, on which he starts 
to PLAY an awkward rendition of "Asturias (Leyenda)," his 
hands not so much missing the notes as not quite forming 
them correctly. Mike listens for a moment, not certain if 
the music should please or offend his ears. 


MIKE 
(to John or Jane) 
So, when do you guys start on this 
thing - the paperwork to end all 
paperwork? [PAUSE] Before your big 
trip to 


Mike can't quite remember the duo's plan. 


JOHN AND JANE 
(together) 
Spain! [PAUSE] When we've got 
power! [PAUSE] After the fires are 
extinguished. 


MIKE 
(slowly making sense of 
it all) 
Okay [PAUSE] so how do we get the 
power on and the fire out? 


JANE 
(enthusiastically) 
Paperwork! Then the drones will fix 
one, and we'll fix the other. 
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Mike's spotted an ouroboros, but he isn't certain of what to 
say about it. He hesitates, still standing beside the 
window. John and Jane, trying to conserve their 
exoskeletons' battery packs, don't move from their desks. 


MIKE 
But you can't file any forms 
without power? 


John STOPS playing the guitar for a moment. 


JOHN AND JANE 
(together) 
Yep! 


MIKE 
Can't we just turn on the power 
some other way? 


JOHN AND JANE 
(together) 
Nope! 


MIKE 
(trying to organize his 
thoughts) 
And we're stuck here, in Gomorrah, 
in Carthage, without the proper 
forms? 


JOHN AND JANE 
(together) 
You got it! 


MIKE 
So what should we do? 


JOHN 
(hemming and hawing a 
bit) 
Well, Mike, since you're the only 
one of us who can walk without a 
battery pack 


JANE 
(to Mike) 
It's your problem, buddy! 


Mike scowls and SUCKS AIR THROUGH HIS TEETH. 


MIKE 
(to himself) 
I was afraid of that. 


127. 


John picks up where he left on the song, his NOTES a little 
better formed than they were before. 


INT. PLASTIC FANTASTIC INN: HALLWAY - MOMENTS LATER 


Mike steps out of the suite, the door closing behind him 
with a CLICK and a BEEP! The sound of John's guitar playing 
doesn't make it through the door at all. 


The illumination out here isn't quite as poor as it was in 
the suite, with the emergency lights still glowing steadily. 
Mike pads down the hallway, his FOOTSTEPS soft CRUNCHES on 
the heavy carpet. 


The inn seems to be all but empty, save for Mike and the duo 
- no one is walking through halls, and staff are nowhere to 
be found. 


Mike feels something - a low RUMBLE of a few hertz - working 
its way up his bones. He stops, his hand drawing close to 
his coat, just over his heart. Something is moving - 
something that Mike cannot locate. This is the wrong kind of 
Silence. Mike squints and INHALES. The security lights are 
vibrating, just enough to be perceived by a well-trained 
eye. Mike looks down the hallway. Nothing. 


YEE- HAW! 

Mike isn't certain if he really heard that. 
YEE-HAW! 

Now he knows he heard it. Mike starts walking. 
WHOOP! 


Mike stays close to the wall, ready to lean against it, 
ready to make his profile as lean as possible, ready to draw 
and fire. 


Mike's fifty yards away from the suite, and the RUMBLE has 
grown into a THUMP, THUMP, THUMP - a dance beat. MUFFLED 
WORDS shake through the walls. Mike's at an intersection 
when he sees the first open door, and he takes a left and 
walks by it, quietly drawing a compact, blued Taurus .38. 


The half of the room immediately visible to Mike is a mess - 
shattered suitcases, papers, torn bags of food, crumpled 
sheets and towels - the optical brighteners in them glowing 
purple in black light from a source out of Mike's field of 
view - but apparently empty. The door swings open a little 
more - a result of the change in air pressure caused by 
Mike's passing. 
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Then he sees it. 


The foot isn't very large, and the body to which it is 
attached is under a sheet on the floor. The only reason it 
stands out to Mike is the white sole, spotlessly clean and 
glowing an even more brilliant purple than anything else in 
the room. Mike waits, listening for the slightest sound, for 
a single breath that is not his own. 


INT. PLASTIC FANTASTIC INN: HOTEL ROOM - CONTINUOUS 


Mike steps into the room. The beds are empty, and whoever 
caused the mess is either gone or under the sheet. Mike 
keeps the pistol firmly in his grip, finger on the guard as 
he approaches the body. He pulls back the sheet, quietly. 


Whoever this is, or was, hasn't been dead for long. She - 
the DEAD BUREAUCRAT - is round and formless, but Mike can't 
see her face yet, so he can't immediately ascertain much 
more; she's turned on her side, away from him. There's 
nothing casual about her appearance - her dark pants and 
pullover suggest something more formal - so Mike's not 
entirely surprised when he rolls her over and spots the 
little brass badge - DOPP: GRADE XXXIIIX: EXCEEDINGLY PETTY 
BUREAUCRAT! (TRIVIAL TASKS ONLY!) AGENT: 1CAB7C31 - pinned 
to her sweater, right above the plastic jug she's holding. 
Her mouth glows with something - a chemical, which has also 
soaked the floor, forming a great puddle under the sheet. 


Mike pries the jug from her hands and looks at the label. 


MIKE 
(to himself, wondering) 
Antifreeze? 


The little smartpad clutched in the corpse's hand drops to 
the ground with a CLUNK. Mike picks it up and taps it on the 
Side. The screen glows. 


ON THE SCREEN 
NEW RECORDING: AUTOPLAY. 
Da Ar Sip Apd 


(And the dead bureaucrat, alive what must have been only a 
few hours ago, stares directly at the camera, 
expressionless. Papers are everywhere.) 
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DEAD BUREAUCRAT 
(to the camera, flatly) 
Everything's broken. I tried to 
file a petition for aid, for fire 
suppression, tried to 


(INDISTINCT DANCE MUSIC starts up behind her. She's annoyed 
for a second; she's getting no respite in even these final 
moments.) 


DEAD BUREAUCRAT (CONT'D) 
; tried everything I could. 
[PAUSE] No one's coming. 


(The MUSIC is louder; someone has turned it up so high that 
it's distorting the sound system's amplifier.) 


DEAD BUREAUCRAT (CONT'D) 
It's not supposed to happen like 
this. [PAUSE] I'm sorry. 


(And the image STUTTERS and the speakers CLICK. She repeats 
herself.) 


DEAD BUREAUCRAT (CONT'D) 
I'm sorry. 


(Glitch repeats. CLICK.) 


DEAD BUREAUCRAT (CONT'D) 
I'm sorry. 


(Glitch repeats. CLICK.) 


DEAD BUREAUCRAT (CONT'D) 
I'm sorry. 


(Glitch repeats. CLICK.) 
CLICK! CLICK! (Mike taps the screen.) 
END ON SCREEN (GOES BLACK) 


RATTLE! RATTLE! A sound comes from the bathroom. Someone is 
trying to flush a toilet, without any luck. Mike drops the 
smartpad and aims his pistol at the door. 


SQUEAK! The door slowly opens. A form stands at the edges of 
the light. 





MIKE 
(to the form) 
Stop! I'm armed! I'11 shoot! 
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The form rocks back and forth, dropping something metallic - 
a cup - with a CLANK! 


MIKE 
(to the form, loudly) 
Do! Not! Move! 


And the form reaches up, grabbing something on its head. 
Mike tenses, ready to fire. 


CLICK! Two bright lights shine out from the sides of the 
head. Mike's completely blinded, and he braces himself, 
thinking he should have shot earlier, thinking this is the 
end. 


DRUNK GUY 
(slurring the words 
slightly) 


Dude, relax will ya? 


Mike tries to block the light, and his eyes are gradually 
starting to adjust. He can see the DRUNK GUY now - no gun, 
no exoskeleton, just a spindly man in feces- and urine- 
stained boxer shorts wearing a helmet with headlights and 
tubes running down the side. Jugs - of the same type the 
dead bureaucrat was holding - are taped to it. 


DRUNK GUY (CONT'D) 
(trying to sound sober) 
I never hurt anybody. [PAUSE] And 
why start today? [PAUSE] Anyway, 
drink? 


The drunk guy holds out a tube to Mike. Mike, still 
squinting in the brilliant light, waves it off. The drunk 
guy figures out the problem, or at least part of it, and 
switches the lamps to low beams. 


DRUNK GUY 
(apologetically) 
Sorry. 


Mike lowers his pistol. 


MIKE 
(confused) 
Why did she kill herself? [PAUSE] 
Why are you? 


The drunk guy shrugs. 
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DRUNK GUY 
(indifferently) 
Why not? Outta booze! [PAUSE] 
What's it matter now? 


The drunk guy nods down at the smartpad. 


DRUNK GUY (CONT'D) 
You heard her, man. We're screwed, 
blewed, and tattooed! Gonna burn, 
baby! 


Mike is incredulous. 


MIKE 
Nobody can do anything? 


DRUNK GUY 
(shrugging) 
No emergency-petition-for- 
assistance-thingy, no firefighter 
bots. [PAUSE] And it's not like I 
know how to file for help. 


MIKE 
(in disbelief) 
And the bureaucrats? This is a 
city. There should be 


DRUNK GUY 
(mellowly) 
All left, dude - conference or 


something - don't guess the fire 
was scheduled. HA! 


The drunk guy nods toward the corpse. 


DRUNK GUY (CONT'D) 
She was the only one, man. The only 
one they left behind. [PAUSE] Fuck 
it! Let's party! 


And the drunk guy is out the door, so quickly that Mike 
doesn't know what to make of it. He doesn't follow at first. 


DRUNK GUY (0O.S.) 
(calling back to Mike) 
Coming with, man? 


Mike looks out the open curtains; the flames are at the edge 
of the city and bright enough to challenge the odd hues of 
the black light. A gas station in the distance turns into an 
instant sunrise. A concussive BOOM follows seconds later. 


132. 


Mike holsters his gun underneath his arm, and he's out the 
door, trying to catch up with the guy as quickly as he can, 
lest he lose the wandering drunk around another corner. 


INT. PLASTIC FANTASTIC INN: HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS 


The THUMP, THUMP, THUMP of music rattles the lights hard, 
and the metal fixtures in the hallway - lights, mirrors - 
shake with enough force to come loose from the wall. The 
drunk guy stumbles forward in front of Mike, his headlights 
bouncing with the RHYTHM. 


Then they're at the door, the one about to jump out of its 
frame due to the noise behind it. The drunk guy stops and 
looks back at Mike before opening it. 


DRUNK GUY 
(to Mike) 
Entrez vous, buddy! 


And the door opens onto a wall of DEAFENING EUROPEAN DANCE 
BEATS. 


INT. PLASTIC FANTASTIC INN: MEGA SUITE - MOMENTS LATER 


Everything is bathed in black light, the better part of 
which emanates from battery-powered diode strands the 
PARTYGOERS wear like garlands. About half the dancers are 
wearing exoskeletons, glow sticks hanging from their joints 
and brackets, and the other half aren't. It makes no 
difference though, they all dance in the same drug- and 
antifreeze-fueled frenzy to the bone-crushing beats of the 
song. 


Someone falls, and he doesn't get up. He's crushed, and the 
others just roll on, their leaky exoskeletons WHIRRING and 
spitting out hydraulic fluid as they stomp the fallen into 
the floor. 


There's no room to walk; but Mike, larger than almost 
everyone else, pushes his way through, keeping the eel- 
slippery drunk guy in his sight. Then he loses him. Mike is 
stuck in the center of crowd, being jostled hard. The 
partygoers start singing. 


PARTYGOERS 
(singing) 
Burn, burn, baby. WHOOP! Burn, 
burn, baby! WHOOP! Burn, burn, 
baby! WHOOP! 


133. 


DRUNK GUY (0.S.) 
(over loudspeakers, 


distorted) 
YEE-HAW! [PAUSE] YEE-HAW! [PAUSE] 
YEE- HAW! 


Mike looks for the source of the voice; it's everywhere. 
Then the MUSIC STOPS, as does the dancing, and a spotlight 
comes on. The drunk guy is on a sagging portable stage at 
the front of the suite. 


DRUNK GUY 
(to the crowd, over 
loudspeakers) 
Thank you, dudes! [PAUSE] That was 
just beautiful. 


The drunk guy pretends to wipe away tears. The crowd LAUGHS. 


DRUNK GUY 
(to the crowd) 
So, what are we gonna do? 


PARTYGOERS 
(moderately loudly) 
Burn! 


The drunk guy cups his ear; he can't hear. 


DRUNK GUY 
(calling back) 
What? I can't hear you. 


UNSEEN PARTYGOER 
(to the drunk guy, 
jokingly) 
Fuck you, buddy! 


The partygoers LAUGH again. 


DRUNK GUY 
(sarcastically) 
Well, I heard that! 


And the drunk guy grabs his groin and gives it a good shake. 
More LAUGHTER and someone lets out a WHOOP! 


DRUNK GUY 
(more loudly) 
So, what are we gonna do? 
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PARTYGOERS 
(with enthusiasm) 
Burn! 


DRUNK GUY 
(yelling) 
WHAT. ARE. WE. GOING. TO. DO? 


PARTYGOERS 
(yelling back) 
BURN, BABY, BURN! 


DRUNK GUY 
And how are we gonna do it? 


DRUNK GUY AND PARTYGOERS 
(together) 
ALL! NIGHT! LONG! 


DRUNK GUY 
(happily) 
YEAH ! 


And the drunk guy tosses a bottle of antifreeze into the 
crowd, which lets out a CHEER! 


DRUNK GUY 
(as loud as he can) 
PARTY! 


The MUSIC starts up again, even louder than before, and the 
drunk guy disappears from the stage. 


Mike forces his way through the crowd, knocking over one 
intoxicated dancer after the next. ONE OF THE PARTYGOERS 
tries to take a swing at Mike, but the guy is so sloppy 
drunk that Mike ducks without any trouble at all, and he's 
in too much of a hurry to return the blow. 


The drunk guy is standing by the edge of the shaky stage, 
cheerfully yelling at a A WOMAN IN A GLOWING EXOSKELETON, 
her mouth smeared with greenish antifreeze. Mike grabs him 
by the arm. 


MIKE 
(to the drunk guy, almost 
screaming over the music) 
The electricity, how are you 
getting it? 


The drunk guy can't hear over the THUMP. 
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DRUNK GUY 
(at peak dudely volume) 
What, dude? 


Mike pulls the guy even closer, his mouth mere inches from 
the drunk's ear. 


MIKE 
(only a bit less loudly) 
Electricity, from where? 


DRUNK GUY 
(screaming back) 
Oh! [PAUSE] Fuel cells! 


MIKE 
Got any more? 


DRUNK GUY 
(confused) 
What? 


MIKE 
(nearly tearing a vocal 
cord) 
FUEL! CELLS! ARE THERE ANY MORE? 


DRUNK GUY 
(yelling) 
In the basement! [PAUSE] All kinds 
of cool shit down there! 


Mike is jostled again, and he grabs the drunk to stabilize 
himself, almost pulling them both down. 


MIKE 
(hoarsely) 
Where? 


DRUNK GUY 
(screaming) 
IN! THE! BASEMENT! 


Mike lets go of the drunk. He can see the fire through the 
window. It's closer; it's moving quickly. 


INT. PLASTIC FANTASTIC INN: BASEMENT - MINUTES LATER 
The metal door bends with each blow - THUMP! THUMP! 


And it flies open, the strike plate landing on the floor 
with a hard PING! Faint security lights behind him, Mike 
steps into the room. He feels around the doorframe. CLICK! 
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The lights are on, and the white cinderblock walls, metal 
tables, rows of electronics - transmitters, printers, and 
auto-adjudicators, all wrapped in plastic - reveal 
themselves. Fuel cells - rows of them, all in perfect 
condition - line the walls. Mike looks back at the door 
labeled EMERGENCY FILING CENTER: ENTRY PASSCODE REQUIRED. 
Mike tosses and spins his sledgehammer in the air, catching 
it with one hand, and smiles. 


MIKE 
(to himself) 
Yeah, passcodes. 


Mike slowly INHALES the clean, if stale, air with 
confidence. 


INT. PLASTIC FANTASTIC INN: HOTEL ROOM - MOMENTS LATER 


Mike's already in the room, but he's not said anything yet. 
John is playing a FLAMENCO SONG. Jane SINGS along in 
flawless Spanish. Mike's BREATHING HARD. The duo looks up at 
him. They've turned off their lights; they don't need them 
now. Fire whirls have started started to spin in the 
distance, and they give the room a campfire warmth. 


JANE 
(to Mike, with a little 
melody and a little 
melancholy) 
Any luck, my friend? 


MIKE 
(to either of them, 
catching his breath) 
Could you still get the fires 
extinguished? [PAUSE, HUFF] With 
power, with the equipment? 


John and Jane glance at each other. They look out the 
windows. 


JOHN 
(to Mike) 
Well, I could file an 11832P/ 
DOPP/Combust -Exting-Drone- 
Region-L4/2028v 


LST 


JANE 
(to John, cutting in) 
Yeah [PAUSE] but maybe a 12343P/ 
DOPP/Fire-Suppres-Local-1/2038v-Pri 
o2 would be a little more 
efficient, and it won't lock up the 
auto-a. 


The fire whirl is growing, stretching all the way to the 
pyrocumulonimbus clouds. John shakes his head. 


JOHN 
(warming to the debate) 
But that's more than five hundred 
pages longer. 


Jane nods, thinking. 


JANE 
(with self-evident logic) 
But simpler, more elegant. 


JOHN 
(agreeing) 
That's true. 


MIKE 
(worried) 
Guys 


JOHN 
(to Jane) 
What about petitioning the central 
administration directly? A classic 
88875P/DOPP/Deluge-O-Matic-Near/ 
2021v? 


Jane smiles, broadly. 


MIKE 
(voice rising, anxiously) 
Guys 


John and Jane both give Mike a slightly irritated glance; 
they were just starting to enjoy themselves. 


MIKE (CONT'D) 
Look! 


Mike points to the window. The whirl is moving toward them, 
picking up speed, ripping buildings from the ground. No one 
says anything as ash starts starts silently snowing down on 
the balcony. 
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EXT. PLASTIC FANTASTIC INN: HALLWAY - MOMENTS LATER 


Their exoskeletons' batteries all but drained, John and Jane 
can barely walk. John's is leaking fluid so badly that he 
stumbles even worse than the antifreeze drunks. Jane, doing 
a little better, tries to drag him along with Mike's help, 
but it's slow going. 


Mike, HUFFING, is supporting the better part of the duo's 
weight, so when he spots an elevator door, its positional 
display still glowing, he stops in front of it, pushing John 
and Jane up against the wall so that they don't fall down. 


MIKE 
(to the duo, gasping) 
Is there any chance [HUFF] any 
chance that thing works? 


John sgquints at the display. 


JOHN 
(tentatively) 
Well [PAUSE] there is a small 


JANE 
(cutting in) 
It might. 
Jane shrugs a little. 
Mike walks up to the steel frame and presses the button. 
Nothing. 
Mike TAPS, TAPS, TAPS the button. Still nothing. 


He looks back at John and Jane. 


MIKE 
(abandoning the idea) 
Well 


And the elevator CHIMES. The door slides open. Mike looks 
into the open shaft before turning back to John and Jane. 


MIKE 
Worth a 


And the elevator cab falls through the shaft, its brakes 
SCREECHING. A VOICE calls out from the cab as it drops. 
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VOICE 
(fading) 
PARRA - TAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA ! 


And then the CRASH! and the BOOM of an explosion. 


Mike sizes up John and Jane again, thinking about the 
weight. 


MIKE 
(calmly) 
Let's take the stairs. 


INT. PLASTIC FANTASTIC INN: BASEMENT - A FEW HOURS LATER 


The repetitive sound of the auto-collator/embosser shakes 
the room - THUMP, GRIND, THUMP, GRIND, THUMP, GRIND - and 
the fuel cells, overworked, have started swelling with a 
CREAK! The door, badly dinged by Mike's sledgehammer, is 
held shut by an 1,800 pound pallet of paper that has been 
positioned in front of it. Fireproof suits have been stuffed 
around the frame ina (partially successful) attempt to 
block the potentially lethal fumes of the overheated polymer 
hotel. Rivets from around the door POP, POP, POP from the 
heat and pressure, bouncing against the stark white walls. 





Then the machines STOP, and we turn to see: 


John and Jane standing, looking down at a modest five-foot 
high stack of forms, already printed, stamped, embossed, and 
ready to go. John offers Jane a small congratulatory smile. 


JOHN 
(to Jane and Mike) 
Well, now that we've got the 
preliminaries done 


Another rivet flies out from the doorframe with a PING! as 
it makes contact with metal wall. John ducks. 


JOHN (CONT'D) 
I suppose we could start. 


INT. PLASTIC FANTASTIC INN: BASEMENT - NOT LONG LATER 


John and Jane are sitting down, typing at a rate so far 
beyond the miraculous that their desks subtly RATTLE and 
dance away from them. They don't have displays in the proper 
sense. Rather, holograms of forms fly in front of their 
eyes. 
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JOHN 

(to Jane, with laser-like 

focus) 
88875P/DOPP/Deluge-O-Matic-Near/202 
lv Sections one through thirty and 
8120/DOPP/Auto-Exfill-Party3/2040v 
sections one through eighteen, 
review! 


And the space in front of John goes black for a second. Two 
rows appear in front of Jane. 


JANE 
(with energy) 
Reviewing! 


The holograms move past her quickly, but a few of the words 
are still visible. This is not fast enough. 


JOHN 
(irritated) 
Jane! 


Jane starts flipping through the pages faster. They are a 
blur now. She HUFFS, trying to build up speed. 


Mike trucks the little stack of preliminary forms over to 
the auto-adjudicator, which looks not all that different 
from a small commercial wood chipper, dropping them into one 
of its several feeders. He approaches the console of the 
machine and tries to start it. The engine CRANKS, but it 
doesn't turn over. 


JOHN 
(loudly) 
JANE! 


JANE 
(distressed) 
I'm trying! 


The fumes are coming into the room faster. Mike keeps trying 
to start the engine of the auto-a, but it just GRINDS, 
having not been turned over in years. 


The virtual papers are flying past Jane, a single wall of 
white light, and the electronics of the holographic 
projector are starting to WHIR. John's working as well - 
reviewing what Jane reviewed - with four rows of virtual 
papers flying past. Mike GRINDS the engine again. 
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Then the holograms stop. The holographic projector no longer 
WHIRS. Mike looks at the two of them, who say nothing for a 
beat. 


JANE 
(calmly) 
John? 
JOHN 
(with pride in his voice) 
Yes? 


Jane smiles, seemingly undisturbed by the bulging door, by 
the PING of yet another rivet gone supersonic. 


JANE 
(very calmly) 
Print. 


Mike grinds the auto-a one final time, and the lights on the 
console dim before the engine finally awakens with a mighty 
RUMBLING. 


The massive diesel engine of the auto-a RATTLES the room and 
overpowers every other sound. John and Jane watch the 
machines, wondering what will happen, wondering if all their 
work was for naught. 


Then the paper starts flying. The printer shoots a stream of 
forms across the room so quickly that not a single word on 
them can be read, and the auto-a catches them in its feeder. 
Mike stands back from the machines, afraid of disrupting the 
flow. This continues for a good ten seconds. 


The engine STOPS, but the paper keeps flying, RUSTLING as it 
Zips through the air. It's the only sound that's heard. 


And the room goes black, and the RUSTLING of the papers 
STOPS as well. 


Mike, John, and Jane are immobile, nothing but their 
BREATHING disrupts the silence. 


The red emergency lights of the room CLICK on. No one knows 
what to say. Mike lets out a slightly disappointed SIGH; he 
doesn't think he'll make it out of the basement alive. 


And the little light on top of auto-a starts blinking 
yellow, the word ADJUDICATING shining through the lens. 


It stops. 


John and Jane hold their breaths. 
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BEEP! And it flashes green once: PETITIONS APPROVED! 


The duo exhale. Another rivet PINGS across the room. 


MIKE 
(curiously) 
What now? 
CUT TO: 
EXT. FROM THE SKY (POLYMER CITY) - MOMENTS LATER 


The city is aflame, black smoke rising up, fire whirls 
dancing madly through the streets, ash raining down as 
though a volcano has erupted. 


The drones - octocopters, flying wings, massive water 
tankers - enter the scene in formation, the ROAR of their 
engines drowning out the FREIGHT TRAIN HOWL of the fire 
whirls, their carbon fiber bodies negative spaces in the 
orange light. 


A FLIGHT OF FIVE OF THE SMALLEST, FASTEST FLYING WING DRONES 
breaks, little airframes not much longer than fire 
extinguishers, and tears toward the Plastic Fantastic, the 
BOOM, BOOM, BOOM, BOOM, BOOM as they pass Mach 1 just 
audible above the CHOP and SHRIEK of the rest of the 
machines. 


CUT TO: 
INT. PLASTIC FANTASTIC INN: MEGA SUITE - MINUTES LATER 


No one is dancing, but MUSIC keeps playing, and the black 
light illuminates the apparently empty room - a room filled 
with corrosive smoke. A disco ball hangs low from the 
ceiling and spins slowly, casting faint diamonds on the 
walls. 


Fire whirls spin outside the window, flickering madly as 
they join together, forming something fiercer - a vortex of 
pure flame, extending to the clouds as far and wide as the 
eye can see. 


A low BUZZING from outside. 
CRASH! 


And the window - a glass wall - shatters. The flying wings 
burst through, barely slowing down, and the disco ball 
EXPLODES as one tears through it, breaking the ball into 
facets before it falls away. 
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And the drones are gone in seconds. 
INT. PLASTIC FANTASTIC INN: BASEMENT - MOMENTS LATER 


The room is filled with smoke now, and John and Jane are 
COUGHING loudly, crouched in a corner. Mike, his eyes 
burning, finds a pair of goggles, which he slips on. He 
blinks away the fumes. He can see, but he HACKS even harder 
than the others. 


A BUZZING and a DRONE. 
Mike looks at the duo, wondering. 


MIKE 
(to John and Jane) 
Hey, did you hear that? 


JOHN AND JANE 
(confused) 
Hear what? 


The BUZZING and DRONE grow louder, and their pitch 
increases. Mike looks at the door. 


MIKE 
(loudly) 
Oh shit! 


And he jumps out of the way as the door EXPLODES, paper 
flying in all directions. 


The ROAR of the miniature jet engines fills the room, and 
the five planes, VTOL-capable all, hover in place. 


One of them drops a hook, and Mike, noticing the loop on the 
back of John's exoskeleton, stands up, grabs him, and pulls 
him toward the drones. 


JOHN 
(over the engines, 
yelling) 
Hey, what are you doing? 


And the hook and loop meet with a CLICK. Mike says nothing. 
The second drone drops a hook, and Mike attaches it to 
John's other loop. The drones reel John in, their jet 
nozzles still aimed downwards, uncomfortably close to his 
back. 


JOHN 
(yelling) 
Ow! Ow! Hot! Hot! Hot! 
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The engines SCREAM with all their might, and John is out, 
flying toward life. 


Mike grabs Jane and repeats the process, but just before he 
attaches the second hook: 


JANE 
(over the roar, yelling) 
What are you going to do? 


She looks at the only free drone. 


JANE (CONT'D) 
You're too big for one. 


Mike smiles; hook and loop CLICK. 


MIKE 
(over the roar of 
engines, laughingly) 
What? [PAUSE] You want to live 
forever? 


And Jane is reeled in and flown through the hole where the 
door once was. 


The room is quieter, with only ONE DRONE still hovering in 
its center. Mike COUGHS, hard. 


MIKE 
(to the drone) 
Save yourself. 


The drone doesn't move. 


MIKE 
(loudly, with force) 
I'm too big. Save yourself. 


The drone waits, HOVERING calmly. 


Mike SIGHS and coughs again. He plops down. The smoke is too 
thick. He couldn't find his way out if he tried with all of 
his might, and there's no way to escape the fires even if he 
could. The drone BEEPS. 


THUMP, THUMP, THUMP, THUMP. 
Mike COUGHS again. 
THUMP, THUMP, THUMP, THUMP. 


The drone lets out another BEEP! 
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And the air clears. 


The LITTLE OCTOCOPTER that brought Mike his suit hours ago 
is there - in the center of the room, rotors spinning and 
CHOPPING the air. 


MIKE 
(to the octocopter, 
surprised) 
You again? 


And it lets out an irritated CHIRP, its lights flashing red. 


The two drones tip their wings to the side toward the door - 
FOLLOW ME. Mike is nonplussed. The octocopter doesn't have a 
hook. 


They tip their wings again. The flying wing darts out. The 
octocopter stays. 


MIKE 
(to the drone, confused) 
Okay. 


Mike follows the octocopter through the thick smoke into 
the: 


INT. PLASTIC FANTASTIC INN: BASEMENT HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS 


Mike's only able to make out the blinking lights, which he 
follows as quickly as he can. 


And they're at the elevator shaft - the one that exploded 
when the car with the partygoer crashed. Mike looks up. 
Flames and rising smoke - it's an opening. 


The flying wing descends with a ROAR and lowers a hook. Mike 
grabs it and secures the cable around his waist. 


MIKE 
(to the octocopter) 
What are you going to do? You can't 
carry me. 


And the octocopter flips, then flips again. It's upside 
down, and bouncing a little. Mike gives the drones an 
uncertain look, but there's not much time. 


Mike puts one foot on the octocopter. It almost drops to the 
ground before recovering itself. Then Mike puts his other 
foot on the little airframe. 
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The drones' engines REV hard, spinning up with all the force 
of a cyclone, and slowly, painfully slowly, they lift Mike 


up. 


They pick up speed as the smoke thickens. Something EXPLODES 
in the basement, and fire follows Mike and the drones close 
behind. Mike looks up at the opening, COUGHING hard. They're 
going faster now, then faster still. They're nearly at the 
top. 


CUT TO: 
INT. PLASTIC FANTASTIC INN: MEGA SUITE - SECONDS LATER 


Now we see where the partygoers went. They are on the floor, 
smeared with antifreeze, dead. The MUSIC stops, and the 
black lights fail. 


A FREIGHT-TRAIN WIND and the light of combustion - 
everything is incandescent from the heat. 


A fire whirl tears through the room, turning all to ash. 
CUT TO: 
EXT. SPANISH COUNTRYSIDE - DAY 


Two guitars are PLAYING again, with a grace approaching 
concert level. The countryside is light green, scattered 
with shrubs. The ruins of a castle in the hazy distance add 
an old-world dignity to the scene. The TEMPO of the guitar 
playing picks up. Hands - fast, thin, elegant - are moving 
gracefully across the fretboard. 


Now we see John, and he's in a wrought-iron chair, one foot 
propped up on a stand. And we see Jane, playing along beside 
him. The sun gently warms them and their exoskeletons both. 
They finish the song. John looks to someone we cannot see. 


JOHN 
(to the unseen person) 
What do you think? 


Someone INHALES, thinking. 


And there is Mike, clean white shirt, open collar, perfectly 
relaxed, glass of sangria in hand, with a full pitcher on 
the table beside him. 


MIKE 
(politely) 
Well, it's not my job to assess 
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Jane LAUGHS. 


JANE 
(to someone else) 
Okay, what about you guys? 


Several agreeable CHIRPS, and we see them - all five of the 
drones, perched on a crumbling wall. The octocopter 
cheerfully rises into the air and flips, darting away after 
a few seconds. The others rise up, hovering expectantly. 


JOHN 
(to the remaining drones) 
I'm not going to stop you. [PAUSE] 
Go ahead. 


And they're off - blurs as they jet into the yonder. They're 
chasing each other across the open sky, picking up speed, 
engines ROARING. We follow them for a moment, and one of the 
faster drones turns around, making a great arc. 


Throttle open all the way, he's getting closer, and he turns 
on his afterburners, which start to SHRIEK. He's out of our 
field of view - he's going to do a flyby. And just before he 
breaks the speed of sound, he lets out a merry CHIRP, flying 
across the screen, inches from us and we: 


WIPE TO WHITE. 
BOOM! 


And the sound fades away to SECONDS OF SILENCE before we 
arrive: 


EXT. BESIDE THE ROAD - EVENING 


One of the headlights is painfully bright, but the other is 
broken. 


The car, a round and formless thing, cherry red, is flipped 
and at an odd angle, half of its body in a ditch, the other 
half still on the pavement. Its windshield is shattered 
where something (or someone) went through it. A FAT MAN, 
encased in an exoskeleton, is strapped into his seat, 
suspended upside down. Blood drips from his head and pools 
on the underside of the roof. His nougat tube, disconnected 
from his mouth, has drained completely empty. 


FAT MAN 
(to someone off screen, 
weakly) 
Find someone! [PAUSE] Find someone! 
[PAUSE] Please, I need, uh 


148. 


Words fail him completely - he's just mouthing things, his 
maw opening and closing, making WET NOISES, and leaking 
saliva. 


And we see THE BITCH - a German Shepherd with an intelligent 
face - fur matted in blood, visibly pregnant, ears twisting 
as she listens. She's holding a phone in her mouth, but it's 
broken, and it's no use anyway - the man can't reach that 
far; he can barely reach out at all, so she drops the phone, 
making a FRUSTRATED CRY. 


She turns her head, nods, and sets off down the road as 
quickly as she can, toward the lights in the distance, her 
gait off kilter from her damaged legs. Cars WHIR by, and no 
one seems to notice the injured dog. 


EXT. DERELICT GAS STATION - LATER (EVENING) 


The station is every bit as decrepit as the Professor 
described. A FARMER in a truck almost-yells: 


FARMER 
(loudly) 
These damned kids today. 


And he pulls away from the gas station, the tires of his 
truck SCREECHING. 


The bitch sees everything, but no one sees her, although she 
wouldn't be difficult to notice sitting near the door of 
station, SNIFFING. 


The Professor, distracted, opens the glass door, its 
two-tone piezoelectric chime RINGING. He should catch sight 
of the bitch through the glass door, but he doesn't. 


She adjusts her ears, picking out a few of the words. 


THE CLERK (0.S.) 
(muf fled) 
Buy . . . road warrior. 


THE PROFESSOR (0.S.) 
(muffled) 
Decisions 


But the bitch can't hear much more than that, the GAG-BAG 
ANTHEM overpowering all the rest. 


She leans forward and drags herself ever closer to the door 
and she's almost in front of it when: 


DING DONG! 
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The door opens again, and out comes the Professor, agitated 
and overwrought, hands shaking. The bitch watches, but we 
don't see the scene, just her patient observation of it. 
MUFFLED VOICES are heard off screen before: 


THE GUY (0O.S.) 
(fearfully) 
What do you want? 


CLUNK! CLUNK! CRACK! 


THE GUY (CONT'D) 
Please. I have money. [SCREAM!] 
I'll give you money! 


And a final CRACK! The bitch twists her ears, watching with 
Cautious attention. Then RING! [PAUSE] RING! RING! Wait a 
beat. 


THE PROFESSOR (0.S.) 
(into phone) 
Guard? [PAUSE] What is this? 
[MUFFLED SPEECH THEREAFTER] 


A KID ON A SKATEBOARD wheels by her. He sees the bitch, but 
says nothing. 


A motorcycle REVS (off screen) and pulls away, its sound 
quickly becoming faint. 


EXT. BESIDE THE ROAD - MOMENTS LATER 


The fat man is still suspended in the dark, claustrophobic 
cab of his car, his breathing a WEAK RASP, his jowls covered 
in sweat and stained with drying blood. He struggles to form 
the words: 


FAT MAN 
(weakly) 
Sugar, need sugar 


Then the seizure starts, and the fat man shakes, SPASMS 
shaking him like a great block of agar. They only last a few 
seconds. 


He's dead. 


Auto-trucks WHIR by, but none of them slow. The headlight 
still shines brightly. 
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EXT. DERELICT GAS STATION - MOMENTS LATER 


The bitch's ears pick up, and she lets out a long, mournful 
HOWL, her cry ECHOING off the concrete and steel. She knows 
he's gone. Somehow, she knows the man is gone. 


Through the window, we can see the clerk look around for the 
source of the sound for a moment. 


THE CLERK 
(to herself, with slight 
curiosity) 


Huh? 


But she's either indifferent or she thinks she didn't really 
hear anything, so the clerk SIGHS and resumes staring 
blankly at the wall. 


EXT. BACK OF FOREVER FRESH AUTO-TRUCK - MOMENTS LATER 


Machines passively RATTLE around in the back of the truck; 
they are without power, without memory, and not all that 
well secured. They are only poorly visible in the fading 
sunlight, but the ethereal glow of the auto-truck's flashing 
Side panels somewhat compensates for the darkness. Faint 
COUNTRY MUSIC leaks out of the cab. 


INT. INSIDE THE CAB - CONTINUOUS 


Inside the cab, the wheel turns, but there is no driver, and 
the MUSIC is loud enough to be slightly annoying. The 
auto-truck is a smooth operator. It's approaching a 
settlement - a few lights visible in the distance, and ina 
matter of moments, the derelict gas station is visible 
through the windshield. 


A motorcycle - that of the Professor - ROARS out, just as 
the auto-truck turns off the road. It parks in front of a 
gas pump, and let's out a CHEERFULLY MELODIC HONK. The clerk 
calls out from inside the station: 


THE CLERK 
(to the truck, loudly) 
Coming! Hold you horses! 


And through the windshield, we see the clerk all but bounce 
out of the building - it's the most enthusiastic she's been 
all day. She's beside the auto-truck in a minute, pumping 
gas. 


L51; 


THE CLERK 
(to the auto-truck) 
I suppose you'll be wanting to use 
the crapper as well, maybe buy a 
pack of cigarettes. 


The auto-truck BEEPS again, amused. 


THE CLERK (CONT'D) 
Saw a couple people come by here 
today - busy! One of them was even 
a truck driver - a real human truck 
driver! 


The truck switches its radio to a gospel station and we hear 
a PREACHER cry: 


PREACHER (O.S.) 
(over the radio) 
And behold, a miracle! 


before the radio switches back to COUNTRY MUSIC. 


THE CLERK 
(to the auto-truck) 
My thoughts exactly. 


EXT. DERELICT GAS STATION - CONTINUOUS 


The bitch spots the truck, and she starts limping toward it, 
entirely visible under the bright lights of the gas station, 
but the clerk doesn't see her - the clerk is on the other 
side of the truck, and busy. 


The bitch drags herself to the back and tries to jump in, 
but she can't make it; it's too high. 


The clerk finishes filling the tank, and returns the nozzle 
to its receptacle with a CLUNK. 


THE CLERK 
(to the auto-truck) 
I suppose you're all done. 


The auto-truck BEEPS again. 


THE CLERK 
(by way of reply) 
That's alright. It's nice to do 
something useful [CHUCKLE] at least 
every once in a while. 


And she walks away. The engine starts with a GRIND. 
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The bitch is out of luck, it seems, and may well be run 
over. Then a HISS and the rear of the truck lowers itself 
and the gate opens. 


The bitch gets in, climbing up the open gate of the truck 
with only a little WHIMPER. The gate closes gently behind 
her, and the auto-truck pulls away. 


The clerk, now back at the door, finally notices the blood 
where the bitch sat, injured, a skateboard track cutting 
through it. She kneels, touching it with her fingers, 
realizing that it's fresh. 


THE CLERK 
(to herself, with 
irritation) 
Little punks and their damned 
sacrifices! 


And then she sees the other trail of blood - little dots of 
crimson leading to the remains of the guy, the one the 
Professor beat - and the outline of a body - out of the 
corner of her eye. She takes her in surroundings, somewhat 
apprehensive. 


THE CLERK (CONT'D) 
(curious) 
What are they up to now? 


EXT. BACK OF FOREVER FRESH AUTO-TRUCK - LATER 


The auto-truck speeds along the road, which is almost empty 
but for other auto-trucks. The bitch hangs her head over the 
wall of the auto-truck's bed, slowly SNIFFING the air. She 
notices something - a familiar scent - and catches sight of 
the Professor, his motorcycle on its side. But they're past 
him in a fraction of a second. 


She looks forward again, uncertain of where the truck is 
going, the equipment in the truck RATTLING along beside her. 


EXT. CHEAP MOTEL PARKING LOT - NIGHT 


The truck is parked at the corner of the lot, its engine 
idling low. The MO--- VACANCIES sign can be seen off to one 
side. The bitch is WHIMPERING in the: 


EXT. BACK OF FOREVER FRESH AUTO-TRUCK - CONTINUOUS 


Blood is everywhere. No animal could survive a loss as 
severe as this. 
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She strains, and the LAST PUPPY is born. He's tiny. There 
are two other puppies, but they are dead. She draws the 
living one close, and starts to LICK him clean. 


He opens his eyes, their faint blue reflecting the few 
flickering lights of the parking lot, and the bitch looks at 
him, waiting for something, some signal, some sign. 


CUT TO: 
INT. GENETICS LABORATORY - YEARS AGO 


The TWO SCIENTISTS - white coats, thick glasses - look down 
on the steel table in the chaotic lab. One of them - the 
SHORTER of the two - holds a tablet computer, into which he 
is quickly PECKING information. The OTHER, wearing surgical 
gloves, is manipulating something on the table obscured by 
cloth. 


SHORT SCIENTIST 
(to his coworker) 
So, litter of four. [PAUSE] Are 
they all carriers? 


The taller scientist grabs a HANDHELD GENE SEQUENCER - not 
much bigger or more elaborate than a digital thermometer. It 
HISSES as it extracts blood, and something YELPS. The 
machine lets out a quick BEEP after a few seconds, and he 
looks at the display. 


TALL SCIENTIST 
(with excitement) 
Yep! This one's a double. 


SHORT SCIENTIST 
(enthusiastically) 
Two copies! Great. That's worth a 
pat on the back, isn't it? 


TALL SCIENTIST 
(sighing a little) 
A raise would be better. 


They both CHUCKLE - fat chance! And the short scientist 
starts TAPPING something into his tablet. 


TALL SCIENTIST 
(curiously) 
So how smart do you think she'll 
be? 


The short scientist looks up from the tablet, quickly. 
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SHORT SCIENTIST 
Well, with two copies, probably 
ninety-ninth percentile for her 
variation, which puts her 


He returns his gaze to the tablet, PECKING away, performing 
some calculations. 


TALL SCIENTIST 
(not waiting for the 


answer) 
When do you suspect she'll be able 
to read us - know what we're 
thinking. 


SHORT SCIENTIST 
(considering the 
question) 
Probably already can. They mature 
extraordinarily quickly. 


And the tall scientist picks her, and now we see her - THE 
BITCH, ONLY MINUTES OLD. 


TALL SCIENTIST 
(to the bitch) 
Do you know what we're thinking? Do 
ya, Livia? 


YIP! YIP! and she wags her tail, eyes bright. 
The short scientist frowns. 


SHORT SCIENTIST 
(slightly scolding his 


colleague) 
You're not supposed to name them, 
you know. 
The tall scientist frowns as well - he had forgotten that 


rule. He cradles the puppy and scratches her ears. 


TALL SCIENTIST 
(cheerfully) 
Oh well, too late now. 


EXT. CHEAP MOTEL PARKING LOT - NIGHT (BACK TO PRESENT) 


The auto-truck lowers itself again and opens its gate. The 
bitch nudges her puppy with her nose. He CRIES a little but 
takes the hint, and down he jumps, walking toward the one 
occupied room on still tender paws - light pouring out of 
the window. The bitch watches with a nervous heart, not 
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making a move, all her remaining energy focused on the 
moment. 


He's at the door. 
SCRATCH! SCRATCH! And he waits. SCRATCH! SCRATCH! 


The door opens slowly, and the bitch closes her eyes. She 
takes a weak final BREATH, the green glow of the auto-truck 
a becoming little brighter before we: 


CUT TO BLACK. 
EXT. ICY MOUNTAIN (NEAR MOTG) - SUNRISE 


The little cabin is burning. A window EXPLODES, and the 
rough wooden frame is soon nothing more than a skeleton on 
the snow. Through the hole where the window was, we see the 
remains of a home - pots, pans, and a photograph, halfway 
burned - the Professor standing next to A YOUNGER WOMAN, his 
wife - they are in hiking gear, the sheer face of one of the 
great mountains of the MOTG range behind them. 


CRASH! And the building falls, sending smoke and orange 
embers into the sky. 


CUT TO: 
EXT. ICY MOUNTAIN (NEAR MOTG): PEAK 2 - SUNRISE 


THE PROFESSOR, YEARS YOUNGER THAN IN HIS FURION DAYS, is 
standing on the jagged, snow-covered rocks of a mountain 
peak, wrapped in a high-tech mountaineer's coat, looking 
warm, despite the hard wind HOWLING as it knocks against 
him. He pulls out a cigarette - the old kind - and lights it 
up as the sun rises slowly behind him, its rays pushing back 
the darkness. The Professor INHALES. 


THE PROFESSOR 
(to himself, 
contemplatively) 
Well, now that's done. 


Then he spots something in the distance - a little cloud of 
smoke, too big to have come from a chimney. 


THE PROFESSOR (CONT'D) 
(curiously) 
Hmm. What could that be? [PAUSE] 
Better check in with her. 


The Professor puts out his cigarette on one of the rocks and 
turns around. We see the Professor's research shack - it's a 
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tiny building, hewn of the simplest materials. It would be 
perfectly in place a few hundred years ago, save for one 
anachronism - a large satellite dish in front of it. The sun 
is almost perfectly behind the building, and approaching it, 
the Professor is walking into warm light, into the star 
itself. 


INT. ICY MOUNTAIN RESEARCH SHACK - A FEW HOURS EARLIER 


The Professor, wearing dark goggles, is sitting at a rough 
wooden bench, surrounded by 3-d printers and a smooth steel 
cylinder labeled SINGLE-SHOT PICOMETER FABRICATOR: EYE 
PROTECTION REQUIRED! There is no light outside, aside froma 
few setting stars, and the room is illuminated with violet 
coming from the cylinder. 


The violet shuts off, and the Professor turns on a small 
bench lamp. He opens a door on the cylinder and pulls out a 
chip with his gloved hands. 


THE PROFESSOR 
(to himself) 
Hot! Hot! Hot! 


The Professor holds the chip up to the light; it breaks the 
white into facets. 


THE PROFESSOR (CONT'D) 
We'll see. 


Then he drops the chip into a socket that has pride of place 
on his bench, and he locks the chip into position. He turns 
to a monitor and types something in, quickly. The chip glows 
green. 


ON THE SCREEN 


Bureaucratic (Natural Language) Super Processor v. 1.013 
(Design: Professorial Technologies, License: Public Domain 
[Pending Release] ) 


Awaiting Command 
END ON SCREEN 


The Professor smiles. A PHONE rings. The Professor hunts 
through the mess, and he finds an old Bell Systems model. He 
picks up the cream plastic handset from the receiver, and 
before he utters a word: 
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MAN'S VOICE (0O.S.) 
(over phone, filtered) 
Don't do it, damn you! [STATIC] 
They'll kill us all. 


THE PROFESSOR 
(into phone, confused) 
What? Excuse me? 


The Professor suspects this is a crank call. 


MAN'S VOICE (O.S.) 
(over phone, filtered) 
The chip! Don't release the chip! 


He glances down at the chip, still glowing, awaiting the 
Professor's command. 


THE PROFESSOR 
(into phone) 
How did you [PAUSE] Is this a joke? 
[PAUSE] I don't know who you are, 
but you shouldn't worry. You can 
get another job. [PAUSE] Is that 
what's bothering you? 


MAN'S VOICE (O.S.) 
(over phone, filtered, 
quickly) 
It's not about my job. [STATIC] 
It's about everybody else's, and 
it's about the misery 


THE PROFESSOR 
(into phone) 
But people won't be as miserable. 
Less paperwork, less misery. What's 
wrong 


MAN'S VOICE (0O.S.) 

(over phone, filtered) 
Misery's big business. [PAUSE, 
RESUMING FRANTICALLY] Oh God, 
they're coming. [STATIC] They know 
where you are. They'll 


And ZIP ZIP - the sounds of a silenced pistol - ring over 

the phone. SILENCE. A BUSY SIGNAL. The Professor looks at 

the handset skeptically before putting returning it to the 
cradle. 
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THE PROFESSOR 
(to himself, uncertainly) 
Well [PAUSE] that's different. 


He looks out the window - nothing but stars and snow being 
churned by the wind. He SIGHS and waits for a moment, 
deciding what to do. Then he starts typing quickly, the 
CLACKING of keys filling the cold air. We see the screen: 


ON THE SCREEN 

Ready antenna reposition: Academa-star 8 

Ready upload (BNLSP_1013.zip)? (fe80::2000:aff:fea7:f4c) 
Permissions: Access (All/Public): Delay (None) 
Reposition (Y/N) 

Upload (Y/N) 

END ON SCREEN 


The Professor hits Y twice in quick succession, and the 
antenna outside comes to life. 


EXT. OUTSIDE THE RESEARCH SHACK - CONTINUOUS 


The parabolic antenna GRINDS as it aligns itself with the 
satellite, the motors of its mount straining against the 
WIND. Then it stops. All of the status lights on its side 
Slowly and in succession switch from red to green. It HUMS, 
the sound audible over the WIND. 


INT. ICY MOUNTAIN RESEARCH SHACK - CONTINUOUS 


The computer BEEPS. The Professor looks at the monitor, and 
smiles. 


THE PROFESSOR 
(to himself, quietly) 
Should be okay now. 


He pats down his pockets and starts lifting up things on his 
workbench, searching for his cigarettes. 


THE PROFESSOR (CONT'D) 
Where did I put those? 


The Professor gets up, starts pacing around the room. 


EXT. OUTSIDE THE RESEARCH SHACK - CONTINUOUS 
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Still covered in darkness, the dish is knocked hard by a 
sudden GUST of wind. 


The last indicator flickers for a moment and starts to 
oscillate between yellow and green, and we hear the HOWLING 
of the wind grow LOUD for moments, and there is the low 
concussive BOOM of something exploding far away before we: 


CUT TO BLACK. 
RING! RING! 
INT. HILTON: PRESIDENTIAL SUITE - MORNING 


And the Professor opens his eyes with a GASP! He doesn't 
immediately remember where he is. He looks at puppy, who 
YAWNS and scratches his ears - they're already perfectly 
straight; they were still floppy yesterday. 


RING! 
He reaches for the phone by the bed and TAPS it. 


THE PROFESSOR 
(into phone) 
Yes. 


YOUNG MAN (0O.S.) 
(over phone, filtered) 
Sir, it's seven forty-five. 


THE PROFESSOR 
(into phone, confused) 
Okay. 


YOUNG MAN (0O.S.) 
(over phone, filtered) 
You requested that we give you a 
wake-up call. You also requested we 
deliver a message. [PAUSE] I'm not 
certain what 


THE PROFESSOR 
(into phone, starting to 
remember) 
Yes. 


YOUNG MAN (0.S.) 
(over phone, filtered) 
Today the rider navigates. 
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The phone call ends with a CLICK! and the Professor looks 
over at puppy, who wags his tail with a pleasant THUMP, 
THUMP. 


THE PROFESSOR 


(to puppy) 
Stay here. [PAUSE] I'll be back. 


Puppy pans his ears toward the Professor and gives hima 
vaguely distrustful look. 


CUT TO: 
EXT. THE ROAD - MORNING 


The Professor is flying over the road, but only for a few 
moments before he stops at: 


EXT. HOME IMPROVEMENT MEGA-CENTER: PARKING LOT - CONTINUOUS 


The Professor stops the bike, puts down the kickstand, and 
is standing upright in seconds. He pulls off his helmet and 
looks up at the sign on the front of the massive commercial 
building: HOME IMPROVEMENT MEGA-CENTER. He doesn't know 
quite what to think. 


THE PROFESSOR 
(to himself, curiously) 
Huh. What's this? 


He steps toward the entrance of the: 
INT. HOME IMPROVEMENT MEGA-CENTER - MOMENTS LATER 


Under the bright mercury-vapor lamps of the gray-walled big 
box store, the Professor paces back and forth, sickly 
skinned in the blue-green light, uncertain of why he is 
there. 


He walks past the signs for all of the usual suspects for 
making mayhem - passing the aisle of CHAINSAWS, he hears 
REVVING; passing the AXES, he hears a tree CRASHING to the 
ground; passing the BULLDOZERS, a diesel engine ROARS to 
life; passing EXPLOSIVES, a great BOOM! and a cloud of dust. 
The Professor sees and hears all of these things, and he 
isn't entirely certain of why he isn't stopping. He gets to 
LAWN AND GARDEN, and it's there he stops, turns, and starts 
down a long aisle, seeing shovels, machetes, and garden 
sheers - decent weapons all. 


THE PROFESSOR 
(to himself) 
Seems 
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Then he stops and turns on his heels. 


THE PROFESSOR (CONT'D) 
(to himself) 
What do we have 


Then he sees them - the pickaxes - wooden handles, heads 
painted red - old school. He grabs one and pulls it from the 
metal rack, with the SING of a fine blade being drawn, the 
DECAY taking seconds. The Professor spins the pickaxe 
around, its head becoming the blurred blade of a fan, and he 
tosses it in the air, catching it seconds later. The weight 
of it impresses him, and he smiles. 


THE PROFESSOR 
(to himself, quietly) 
I see. 


And he's walking toward the door. He passes by a BOY with a 
catcher's mitt and WHITE SOX'S RULE! shirt. Only slowing 
down a little, the Professor pulls his bat from his back and 
hands it to the boy. 


THE PROFESSOR 
(to the boy, warmly) 
Have fun, kid, and try not to kill 
anybody. 


The boy looks up, surprised, happy. 


THE BOY 
(in a pre-pubescent 
voice) 
Golly gee! Thanks, mister! 


The Professor makes his way toward the exit, no one seeming 
to noticing him at all. Right before he walks through the 
security checkpoint, he pulls out his RFID fob and waves it 
and the pickaxe over an interrogator. A sign flashes above 
the exit - THANKS, BUILDER, AND COME AGAIN! - and the 
Professor drops his pickaxe into the scabbard that 
previously held his bat. He takes a BREATH and then he's on: 


EXT. THE ROAD - MOMENTS LATER 


The bike is moving so quickly and aggressively that all of 
the Professor's previous riding seems cautious by 
comparison. Around chunks of blacktop, the ruins of bridges 
and overpasses, and abandoned cars, the bike doesn't slow 
down at all, doesn't drop below 160 MPH. There is no way to 
get a good sense of direction. 
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There's something confusing about the movements - u-turns 
and veering off the highway onto back roads - and it's all 
so quick that it makes us dizzy. And quite suddenly, the 
Professor stops in the: 


EXT. PALACE OF OF PENCIL PUSHERS PARKING LOT - NOON 


The Professor's off his bike with practiced ease, looking up 
at the granite-clad structure - jagged edges and odd curves, 
gray pylons and recessed windows - a monstrosity far worse 
than Boston City Hall, bigger and more grotesque. It's worse 
than brutalist; it's a seemingly random mixture of the 
aforementioned with neoclassical elements. 


The complete title of the building - PALACE OF PENCIL 
PUSHING: BUREAUCRATIC/ PUBLIC/PRIVATE SYNERGY AND INJUSTICE 
PERPETUATION DIVISION - is engraved along the architrave. 
The building casts a shadow so long and broad that it blocks 
out the day itself. The Professor removes his pickaxe and 
gives it a spin. 


RING! RING! 


The Professor pulls out his phone and TAPS the screen before 
placing it to his ear. 


GUARD (0.S.) 
(over phone, filtered, 
angrily) 


What the hell is this? 


THE PROFESSOR 
(into phone, cheerfully) 
Case Officer, good morning. 


GUARD (0.S.) 
(over phone, filtered) 
What the hell are you doing? 


THE PROFESSOR 
(into phone, calmly) 
My job [PAUSE] I think. 


GUARD (0O.S.) 
(over phone, filtered) 
This isn't the plan. You owe us. 


The Professor nods. 


THE PROFESSOR 
(into phone, with a touch 
of smugness) 
Yes, I do. 
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GUARD (0.S.) 
(over phone, filtered) 
Uh 


THE PROFESSOR 
(into phone) 
I thought my permit covered any 
sort of vengeance against ; 


The Professor pulls out his badge, squinting at the text. 


THE PROFESSOR (CONT'D) 
well, anyone. 


CUT TO: 
INT. GUARD'S CUBICLE - CONTINUOUS 


Guard swivels around his chair and looks out the window, 
which overlooks a vast expanse of asphalt. A motorcycle and 
a man are in the distance - the Professor. Guard adjusts his 
headset, resigned. 


GUARD 
(into phone) 
Yeah, yeah. Just remember, you hit 
eleven. I hit the trigger. BOOM! 


CUT TO: 
EXT. PALACE OF OF PENCIL PUSHERS PARKING LOT - CONTINUOUS 


CLICK! and the call is done. The Professor drops his phone 
back into his pocket. He shrugs and, looking up at the 
architrave, spins his pickaxe again and smiles gently. He 
takes a step forward. 


INT. PALACE OF OF PENCIL PUSHERS: ATRIUM - MOMENTS LATER 


The Professor strolls toward the buildings' SECURITY GUARDS 
- flabby men in cheap blue uniforms. One of them reaches for 
his pistol, an old Smith and Wesson revolver, but before he 
can get to it, the Professor pulls out his badge, and the 
guards, eyes wide with terror, jump up and run away, 
knocking their chairs out behind them. The Professor, devoid 
of hatred for the guards, moves on. 


The atrium is huge - a cavern - every stone and every 
carving heavy with the weight of intimidation. This is an 
architectural browbeating of the least subtle form. ARCING 
AROUND the Professor, we see a mass of DRAB MEN AND WOMEN in 
gray suits shuffling by. Few of them look up; few of them 
seem to notice the Professor - leather clad and armed to the 
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teeth - standing in front of them, eyes searching for a 
target. 


ONE DULL MAN WITH A BRIEFCASE - JOSEPH BRICKE - gives the 
Professor a particularly haughty glare. The Professor steps 
forward with a twinkle in his eye. 


THE PROFESSOR 
(to Joseph Bricke) 
Joseph Bricke? [PAUSE] Of Bricke, 
Slowe, and Foolz? 


JOSEPH BRICKE 
(arrogantly) 
Yes. 


And the pickaxe slides out with a GRATING SOUND. 
[FAST DIGITAL GLITCH, EVERYTHING TURNS JAGGED FOR A SECOND] 


The Professor spins the pickaxe around, its head becoming a 
fan, making a mighty WHIR! 


The Professor tosses the pickaxe into the air and it rotors 
down. He catches it easily, and with one mighty swing, the 
pick penetrates the head of Joseph Bricke with the slow and 
easy grace of a knife cutting butter. 


Joseph Bricke's eyes grow wide for a moment - he was not 
expecting this - and his skull expands and blooms - turns 
into a shattered, overripe melon, as the pickaxe goes all 
the way through. 


The Professor, now covered in blood, LAUGHS as the body 
drops to the floor, twitching madly, beautifully, its neck a 
firehouse of arterial spray. 


And the indicator on his badge CLICKS down to 8. 
(Begin: "Behemoth" by P. Goble) 


A HULKING MAN IN A DRAB SUIT, emerges from the crowd, eyes 
wide with fury, and opens his attache case, producing a 
Smith and Wesson 500 Magnum with a red dot sight. He takes 
aim at the Professor, who pulls a throwing knife from his 
belt and tosses it. The hulking man's head is split as the 
blade passes through, and the body falls. 


NOW, FOUR MEN attack, each one armed with two pistols. The 
Professor spins his pickaxe into the air, fast and hard, and 
it flies out of his hand, CHOPPING through the air and then 
cutting each of the men down as though they had walked 
Sideways into a plane's propeller. It keeps going and, 
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boomerang-like, starts to return to the Professor. But 
before it gets there: 


A SMALL, ANGRY ASIAN WOMAN, CLAD IN GRAY like all the 
others, but thin and athletic, drops her purse and charges 
the Professor, her face a mask pure bureaucratic evil, and 
as she runs, she gains air - yards of it. She pulls two 
cleavers from her jacket, and overcome with sheer, murderous 
joy, smiles madly, SCREAMING, although we hear it not. 


The Professor spots her, flying high above him, and he pulls 
out his AA-12, and fires one shot. The angry woman frowns as 
the shot impacts her chest, and she's thrown back a good 
thirty feet and slammed against the wall before sliding to 
the ground, smearing the wall with blood. 


An ARMY OF BUREAUCRATS rushes the Professor. ONE OF THEM 
removes a grenade from his briefcase, pulls out the pin with 
his tongue and tosses at the Professor, who gives it a 
mighty punch, sending it back into the crowd, where it 
EXPLODES. 


The Professor pulls something from his waistband - a grenade 
of his own - but this one is different, and as he pulls the 
pin and throws it, it flies by us and we read the letters 
EMP CHARGE on its body. Blue bolts of lightening extend from 
the pineapple-shaped device and form a giant ball of 
electricity - and as it the tentacles extend, several of the 
BUREAUCRATS IN EXOSKELETONS drop, their machinery disabled 
and we quickly: 


CUT TO: 
INT. THE PROFESSOR'S CHEST - CONTINUOUS 


Current arcs around the Professor's heart, and the radio 
trigger to which the Semtex is attached burns out. 


CUT TO: 
INT. PALACE OF OF PENCIL PUSHERS: ATRIUM - CONTINUOUS 


The pickaxe, electricity dancing off it as though it were a 
Tesla coil, still spinning through the air, finally returns 
to the Professor, and he grabs the handle with one hand, 
leaning back as he does, and slowing it to a graceful stop. 
He pulls the trigger of the AA-12 in his other hand and 
sprays the mob forming around him, the shot making contact 
with, and instantaneously disintegrating, one head after the 
next. 
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From the second story walkway, FOUR MORE BUREAUCRATS drop - 
these all armed with massive swords - but the Professor 
dispatches them with incredible ease, his pickaxe not 
slowing at all as it cuts through one after the other, 
leaving little more of them than pureed offal, which rains 
down on the scene. 


From somewhere up high, filing cabinets fall, each one aimed 
at the Professor's head, but he ducks them, They're not even 
close. They hit the marble floor and RUPTURE, scattering 
papers in all directions that spill across the room, white 
sheets contrasting the brilliant red carnage and the shells 
still flying from the AA-12, each one bouncing off the floor 
with delightful force as they lose kinetic energy. 


The AA-12 is out of ammunition, smoke snaking up from its 
barrel. The Professor casts it aside, and it lands beside 
the shells with a CLANK! 


Realizing the Professor is only lightly armed, the MOB OF 
BUREAUCRATS swarms closer, but the Professor is not afraid. 
He thrusts his chest forward and lets out a mighty ROAR - 
and the MUSIC grows a little fainter for a moment before 
picking up again. All the glass - every window, every 
skylight - EXPLODES, and a deluge of shards pours down on a 
floor slick and ankle-deep with blood and the steak tartar 
of human organs. 


The Professor takes a leap, almost straight up, and he's 
walking over those who encircled him, one of his boots 
coming down hard on a head with every step. 


Bullets fly around the Professor, shattering the granite 
tiles and the marble statues, but they do not hit him - they 
don't even get close. This is the Good Guy's Force Field at 
work - the one that's protected every good guy in every 
movie ever made. File cabinets, computers, desks, reams upon 
reams of forms, statues of the great bureaucrats of yore, 
and the bodies of a hundred officials, leaping from the 
upper levels - all of them fall, all of them are aimed at 
the Professor, and all of them miss. 


And the crowd is gone - they are behind the Professor now. 
He sails through the air, and lands on his feet. 


There, in front of the Professor, guarding twenty-foot high 
bronze doors that are ornately decorated with repoussage and 
chasing, is the JUDGE - more shapeless than the rest, the 
same judge who sentenced the Professor to death - Jabba the 
Hut in a black robe, the big boss from a video game. Her 
heavyweight might is all that stands between the Professor 
and the most sacred chamber of the DOPP. 
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The Professor starts to spin his pickaxe, slowly at first, 
gradually building up its speed, until smoke rises from his 
hands. He leans back into a long cat stance, and the pickaxe 
spins faster still, until the HUM can be heard over the 
MUSIC. The Professor smiles, and then he lets it go, and it 
launches toward the judge. 


JUDGE 
(silently/unheard) 
No! No! No! No! 


When the pickaxe enters the judge it all but disappears for 
a moment, so massive is the judge's frame. And then the body 
bulges and swells and becomes a volcano of gore. The 
Professor is blown back several feet, landing in the 
slaughterhouse mess. 


And the flesh settles. The Professor stands up, wipes off a 
bit of the mess, and steps forward. He kicks open the grand 
doors. 


Stepping inside, he is awash in pure light. 
[DIGITAL GLITCH] 
[DIGITAL GLITCH, THE SCENE BECOMES JAGGED AGAIN] 
[DIGITAL GLITCH] 
(End: "Behemoth" by P. Goble) 
CUT TO: 
INT. PALACE OF OF PENCIL PUSHERS ATRIUM - NOON 


The Professor is back where he was before the carnage began. 
He looks at the man in front of him - Joseph Bricke - 
realizing the fool is still very much alive. 


JOSEPH BRICKE 
(arrogantly) 
Yes. [PAUSE, MORE SMUGLY] Yes. 


And the Professor spins his pickaxe and swings it directly 
into the head of Joseph Bricke. 


The splash of blood is surprisingly modest, and there's not 
much noise. Joseph Bricke offers a blank look, and touches 
the brain-covered tip of the pickaxe with one hand - he 
realizes something is wrong, but he no longer has the 
capacity to determine what. 
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The Professor pulls out the pickaxe, and the body falls with 
a low THUD. 


He looks at the crowd. None of them have noticed at all. 


THE PROFESSOR 
(to himself) 
Nothing? 


Disappointed by the non-response, the Professor slides his 
pickaxe back into place and pulls his can of bear spray from 
his belt. He hoses down the crowd. They SNEEZE and COUGH, 
but none of them stop. None of them even seem to notice. 


Finally, a GENERIC BUREAUCRAT, round and probably (although 
not certainly) female, slips - a theatrical pratfall - in 
the blood of Joseph Bricke. Her reality augmenting glasses 
fly some distance away due to the force of the impact. She's 
all but blind, so she feels the floor around her, her hands 
running over the smooth, cool surface. The generic 
bureaucrat touches something sticky - the blood and brains. 
Still on her back, she lifts up her hand and takes a careful 
SNIFF. What she has come in contact with finally dawns upon 
her, and an expression of horror crosses her face. 


GENERIC BUREAUCRAT 
(shrieking) 
Blood! Blood! Blood! AH! 


The Professor stares; there's a vote taking place inside his 
head. He shrugs. 


THE PROFESSOR 
(to the generic 
bureaucrat, soothingly) 
Get up. I don't want you. 


But she can't. She's a turtle on its back - helpless. She 
keeps SCREAMING. The Professor SIGHS loudly. The crowd keeps 
trundling by, oblivious. No one stops. No one notices at 
all. Slowly, and without enthusiasm, the Professor walks 
over to the woman and delivers an incapacitating, but not 
particularly fierce, blow - THUD - to her head with his can 
of bear spray. 


She is quiet. 


The Professor takes stock of his situation, realizing that 
no one may notice what he is doing at all. 
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THE PROFESSOR 
(to himself, calmly) 
Well [PAUSE, SIGH] not what I had 
in mind. 


The crowd keeps moving. They are too wrapped up in what they 
are seeing on the little screens in front of their eyes to 
take any notice at all. 


Then the Professor spots another one out of the corner of 
his eye - ANOTHER TARGET - a bureaucrat who has wronged 
either the Professor or one of the furions. 


He returns the bear spray to his belt, and grabs his 
pickaxe. He throws it across the room with athletic grace. 
It sails through the air with a low WHIR, planting itself in 
the target's head. 


The body drops with a THUMP. 


The Professor waits a moment more, yet nothing changes at 
all. The crowd keeps shuffling past with no obvious 
awareness of the corpses and the killer in their presence. 
The Professor is getting annoyed. This isn't satisfying, so 
he trips ONE BUREAUCRAT, stuns ANOTHER, and strikes A FEW 
MORE with his sjambok. THUMP, ZAP, CLUNK, CLUNK - they fall, 
but they don't appear to have the presence of mind to yell, 
much less to try to get up on their own. 


Finally, the Professor walks to the center of the room, 
pulls out his AA-12, and fires randomly into the crowd. 


POW! POW! POW! POW! 


Bodies drop - four THUMPS! - and his badge counts down - 6, 
5, 4, 3. 


He lowers his weapon, ears RINGING loudly from the noise. He 
waits. 


As the NOISE fades away, he hears something - the crowd has 
finally noticed. They GRUMBLE and SHUFFLE, and part like the 
Red Sea. Then the Professor sees her - the judge - black 
robed and waddling in her WHIRRING exoskeleton. The 
Professor smiles as she approaches. 
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JUDGE 
(to the Professor, with 
supreme arrogance) 
What do you think you're doing 
here? What gives you the right? 
[YELLING] Guards?! 


The Professor is perfectly still, his muscles tense. He is 
beyond ordinary fury. 


THE PROFESSOR 
(to the judge, calmly) 
Your Honor? 


The Professor points to his badge - 3 - three kills left, 
and the judge's eyes grow wide. She realizes what is going 
to happen and that there is nothing she can do about it: the 
bureaucratic god learns that she is mortal too late. 


He raises his weapon. 
POW! POW! POW! POW! 


The shells CLANK across the floor, and the body, nearly 
disintegrated from the blasts of buckshot, falls witha 
mighty THUMP. The Professor's smile lasts only a moment. 


The crowd starts looking around, noticing the Professor for 
the first time. Awareness of what has transpired starts to 
creep across their previously slack faces. 


The molecular HISS of the air can be heard. It grows LOUDER. 
The badge makes a barely audible CLICK and flashes 2. 
FADE TO BLACK. 


NEWSCASTER (0O.S.) 

(over "top of the hour" 

news theme) 
Today, the bodies of seven 
Department of Pencil Pushing 
officials allegedly spontaneously 
perforated. No one recalls seeing 
what happened, but security footage 
is being reviewed by authorities. 
[PAUSE] The five-dimensional 
inter-office porn feed was, 
fortunately, not interrupted. 
[PAUSE] And a local man announced 
the founding of a new motel 
especially for motorcyclists and 


(MORE) 


171. 


NEWSCASTER (0O.S.) (CONT'D) 


their furry friends - all of those 
adorable photos coming up ina 
minute. In other news, Kranmei the 
Third and his wife/cloned mother 
posted 24,232 selfies today: We'll 
bring you all the fascinating 
details. [PAUSE] And what are we 
incensed about today, America? 
We'll go live to the Shashuyao 
Pharmaceuticals Internet Dungeon to 
find out more. [PAUSE] Bob, are you 
there? [PAUSE] Bob? [PAUSE] Bob? 
[PAUSE] Bob? 


AFTER CREDITS: 
INT. PROFESSOR'S MOUNTAIN CABIN (NEAR MOTG) - PRE-SUNRISE 


The little cabin is simple, but comfortable, with rough-hewn 
furniture and bare wood. A WOMAN, slightly attractive ina 
ditsy way, and younger than the Professor, sits on an unmade 
bed, bong in hand. There's a photograph of her and the 
Professor behind her, both in hiking gear - we've seen this 
image before, but not in its entirety, not the text scrawled 
at the bottom, which reads KITTY+PROF 4EVER! This is THE 
PROFESSOR'S WIFE. 


She's singing to herself. 


THE PROFESSOR'S WIFE 
(melodically) 
I like weed, and you like weed/and 
all we need is the happy seed/It 
cures everything but gr, uh 


And the words trail off, the Professor's wife having 
forgotten the rest of the song. She struggles for a moment 
before resuming the tune, HUMMING it happily. 


She pulls out a lighter. 


THE PROFESSOR'S WIFE 
(to herself) 
Did I forget to do something? 


She FLICKS open the lighter - an old Zippo - loudly, and 
waits, thinking hard for a few seconds. 


THE PROFESSOR'S WIFE (CONT'D) 
(to herself, absently) 
It'll come back to me. 


172. 


And she spins the wheel of the lighter, the metal GRINDING 
against the flint. Sparks fly slowly through the air, and we 
notice the sink and stove in the corner of the room. The 
Sink is filled with dirty dishes, and the knobs on the stove 
are all open, but the pilot lights are out. 


The wick is alight, perfectly normal for a moment, and then 
the air around it turns blue. Fuel + oxygen + heat and the 
fireball expands. The Professor's wife is confused. We can't 
hear her, but just before the building explodes, we see: 


THE PROFESSOR'S WIFE 
(silently/unheard) 
Whoops! 


CUT TO: 
EXT. ICY MOUNTAIN (NEAR MOTG) - CONTINUOUS 
BOOM! and glass and wood fly in all directions. 


TWO MERCENARIES - Chinese men wearing winter camouflage 
uniforms - each holding RPG-7 rocket launchers, duck. 


The mercenaries wait a few seconds before they raise their 
heads. They look at each and then at the unfired rockets. As 
they pick up their launchers and dust the snow off them, we 
catch a glimpse of their shoulder patches - the seals of 
SSYP and the DOPP in subdued colors, side by side, JTF 
embroidered below. 


They shrug. 
CUT TO BLACK. 


THE END. 


